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ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. 

A  Street. 

Tlvoo  Hotels. — Eke  Sign  of  the  Red  Lion  on  one  Side  of 
the  St  age ,  underneath  the  Name  “Hotel  Casey. 

- — On  the  other  Side  the  Fleur  de  Luce ,  “  Hotku 
Garni.” — (Ringing  of  Bells.) 

Enter  Mrs.  Cafey  and  i ft  Waiter. 

Mrs.Cafey.’YL.EiEV  a  fharp  look  out,  Bob.  The 
company  tumble  in  upon  us  like  fmoke.  [Exit  Waiter. 

Lackland  (within).  You  rafcal,  Ell  kick  you  down 
ftairs.  How  dare  you  behave  fo  to  a  gentieman  ? 
Cafey.  Heighday  !  what’s  the  matter  ? 

2 d  Waiter  entering.  Oh,  it’s  very  well,  hr,  it’#  very 
well. 

Cafey.  What’s  the  matter  now  ? 

2 d Waiter.  Only  Mr.  Lackland,  madam.  You 
know  you  ordered  me  to  keep  the  Globe  Tor  the  large 
company.  There  he  takes  pcfltnion  of  it  ;  and 
though  I  told  him  it  was  befpoke,  he  would  dine  no 
where  elfe  ;  ordered  a  bottle  of  Champagne,  and 

A  3  becaufe 
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becaufe  I  did  not  fly  with  it,  kicked  me  down  (lairs, 
though  I  cried,  coming  up,  fir  ! 

Cafe y.  Champagne  without  a  louis  in  his  pocket  ! 
the  fellow  has  not  a  fecond  coat  to  his  back,  and  yet 
he’s  as  proud  as  a  Galway  merchant.  ^But  I  /hall 
deflre  he’ll  quit  my  houfe. 

2 d Waiter.  You  defire!  Ecod,  madam,  he  fays 
he’ll  make  you  bounce. 

Cafey.  Make  me  bounce  !  he  wou’d  not  find  that 
fo  eafy.  Becaufe  I’m  a  lone  woman,  he  thinks  to 
impofe  upon  me.  A  pretty  fellow  indeed  !  Make 
me  bounce,  will  he  ! 

Lackland  ( 'within ).  Where  the  devil  arc  you  all  ? 

Cafey .  Don’t  you  hear?  ( Waiter  going.) 

Lackland  ('within.)  Where’s  that  infernal - 

2 d  Waiter  ( [topping  fort.)  Internal  !  Oh,  madam, 
it's  you  he’s  calling. 

Enter  Mr.  Lackland. 

i  • 

Lack.  Where  the  devil  are  you  all  ?  Where  are 
thofe  impudent  waiter  ?  Mrs  Caley,  it  is  my  defire — 

Cafey.  Your  defire  !  (taking  f miff) 

Lack.  Yes,  my  defire. 

Cafey.  A  fpunging  fellow,  giving  himfelf  airs. 
My  waiters  have  enough  to  do,  if  they  mind  thofe 
who  pay  for  what  they  cali  for.  (He  lakes  fluff from 
her  in  a  pet.) 

Tjack.  And  even  your  /huff  too — is  execrable. 

Cafey.  Lookee,  Mr.  Lackland,  every  body  knows 
that  you’re  a  gentleman — and  that  you’ve  a  good 
eflat.e,  only  it’s  all  gone; — and  we  all  know  too, 
that  you’re  a  fix  bottle  man,  and  a  choice  companion. 
Now,  during  the  races,  I’ll  give  you  a  feat  at  the 
tabic  d’Hote,  and  put  money  in  your  pocket  to  p~y 
your  reckoning,  if  you’ll  only  entertain  the  company 

with 
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with  a  funny  fong  and  a  comical  ftory.  Oh  !  a  good 
fong  at  the  end  of  a  bottle  is  an  excellent  thing,  and 
of  great  fervice  to  a  houfe. 

Lack.  Live  by  entertaining  company  !  Mrs.Cafey, 
you’re  a  widow  ;  why  don’t  you  marry  ?  You’d 
oblige  me  exceedingly  if  you’d  marry  again. 

.  Cajey.  Marry  again  !  for  what  ? — Why  do  you 
wifh  me  married  again  ? 

Lack.  That  I  might  have  the  fuperlative  felicity 
of  taking  your  hufband  by  the  nofe.  {tut ns  up.) 

Cajey.  Oh  !  I  wifh  I  had  a  hulband  for  your  lake. 
1  wifh  I  had  a  hufband. 

Enter  i Jl  Waiter. 

Waiter.  There’s  a  Paris  chaife  juft  flopped,  and 
the  lilly  of  France  is  after  them  already. 

Cajey.  The  devil  take  that  lilly  !  He’d  grafp  every 
thing  if  he  could.— Who  is  there  in  it  ? 

Waiter .  An  Englifli  family. 

Cajey.  An  Englifli  family  !  Do  you  run  and  en¬ 
deavour  to  bring  them  here,  while  I  go  and  prepare 
for  their  reception.  {Exit  Waiter.)  Oh,  my  lad,  I 
wifh  I  had  a  hufband.  [To  Lackland ,  then  exit . 

Enter  Henry  and  Left  boy. 

Pojlboy.  Ah  monfieur,  too  petite  loufone. 

Henry  Never  fatisfied. 

Pojlboy.  Seven  polls,  de  poll  royal  from  Paris  to 
Fontainbleau. 

Henry .  There  ;  feven  you  fay.  Nov/  I  hope 
you’re  fatisfied. 

Pojlboy.  Ay,  dis  bon.  [Exit  Pojlboy . 

Henry.  But  if  we  approach  the  manfion  of  the 
grand  monarch,  we  muft  pay  lor  it. 
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Lack.  By  heaven,  my  college  churn,  Harry 
Seymour  ! 

Henry.  Pray,  friend,  can  you  tell  me — Eh  !  why 
— I  heard  fomething  of  this  before.  Can  ycu  be 
Charles  Lackland  ? 

Lack.  How  d’ye  do,  Harry  ? 

Henry.  Why  fure  my  eyes  deceive  me!  Why  you 
look - 

Lack  Never  mind  the  outfide.  In  fnow  or  fun- 
fliine  I’ve  always  a  warm  heart  to  an  old  friend  and 
a  new  bottle. 

Henry.  I’ve  palled  fo  many  happy  days  with  you, 
that  I  feel  for  you  exceedingly.  But  what  is  the 
caufe  of  all  this  ? 

Lack.  Pho  !  pho  !  never  mind. 

Henry.  What  all  gone,  Charles  ? 

Lack.  All,  all,  Harry.1 

Henry.  What,  at  play  ? 

Lack.  Ay,  play  and  pleafure— -and  wine  and 
women— and— But  you’re  come  to  fport  here  at  the 
races,  flu  Hi,  flufh,  eh  !  ( tapping  his  thigh.) 

Henry.  Why,  as  to  cafli,  my  affairs  are  little 
better  than  your  own. 

l.ack.  {a ftde)  Damn’d  unlucky  that  for  both  of  us. 

Henry.  No.  You  fee  me  here  an  exile  forced  to 
fly  from  my  native  country.  You  remember  my 
After  Rofa— 

Lack.  What,  my  little,  mad  Rofa,  that  ufed  to 
fteal  our  fifli,  and  throw  the  cards  into  the  fire? 
Either  I  dream,  or  there  was  a  match  talked  of 
between  her  and  lord  Winlove. 

Henry.  I  here  was  ;  but  guidde  by  the  weaknefs 
of  her  iex,  and  tne  aits  of  ours,  he  prevailed  on  her 
to  let  out  foi  this  country.  1  overtook  them  at 
Rochefter,  and  demanded  (perhaps  too  raflily)  repa- 

•  ration 
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ration  of  my  lifter’s  honor  by  an  immediate  mar¬ 
riage.  He  refufed.  Piftols  were  the  umpire.  He 
loft  his  life  ;  and  the  coroner’s  verdict  has  made  mine 
doubtful  if  found  in  England. 

Lack .  Bravo  !  fhot  a  lord  !  I  wing’d  a  marquis 
the  day  before  yefterday. 

Henry.  In  this  dilemma  I  was  forced  to  afTume  the 
habit  of  a  woman  to  efcape  from  my  native  country. 

Lack.  Where’s  Rofa  now  ? 

Henry.  I  brought  her  to  France,  and  left  her  at 
the  convent  at  Villeneuve.  But  to  fay  the  truth. 
Pm  here  at  Fontainbleau  in  qucft  of  a  lady  I  fell  in 
love  with  at  the  Sunday  opera  at  Paris.  She  would 
not  tell  me  her  name,  but  talked  fomething  of  her 
brother  having  horfes  to  run  here,  whither  ihe  was 
coming.  v 

Lapoche  (witbtut).  Whether  is  monfieur  Lackland  ? 

I  muft  and  I  vill  fee  him. 

Lack.  Oh,  this  damn’d  French  taylor  !  Now  fhall 
I  be  dunn’d  and  pefter’d. 

Enter  Lapoche. 

Lapoche.  Ah,  monfieur  Lackland,  I  am  glad  I 
have  found  you.  I  fay  I  will  not  tfuft  any  longer, 
for  dey  mon - 

Lack.  I  fay  (flopping  his  mouth )  Lapoche,  do  you 
fee  that  Englifli  officer  ?  He’s  full  of  cafh  ;  and  I’ll 
recommend  him  to  lodge  with  you. 

Lap.  Englifh  officer  I  Oh,  de  bon  new  cuftomer. 

Lack.  Captain!  that  little, ugly,  ill-looking  fellow. 

(A fide  to  Henry . 

Lap.  Ver  much  oblige  to  you — (bowing). 

Lap.  If  you  want  a  taylor  and  a  lodging,  here’s 
your  man,  and  there’s  his  houfe. 


Lap. 
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Lap.  Tank  a  you,  monfieur  Lackland. 

Lack.  You’ll  find  it  convenient,  as  you’re  fnort  of 

cafti. 

Lap.  Ver  obliging. 

Lack.  Becaufe  when  he  alks  for  his  money,  you 
may  kick  him  down  Hairs. 

Lap.  Ver  much  oblige  to  you  indeed. 

Lack.  ’Twas  my  way. 

Lap.  Vaftly  kind  indeed. 

Lack.  We  were  very  good  friends.  Lapoche,  I 
was  a  good  cuftomer. 

Lap.  Oui,  monfieur,  it  does  a  tradefman’s  heart 
good  to  fee  a  you — out  of  his  houfie  ( aftde ). 

Lack.  What  was  it  I  gave  you  a  week  ?  Eight 
livres  wasn’t  it  ? 

Lap.  Oui,  monfieur,  you  did  inteed— promife  me 
eight  livres. 

Lack.  Eh!  Faith,  I  fee  fome  ladies.  I  muft attend 
where  beauty  calls ;  afterwards  I  am  yours  from  a 
beef-fteak  to  a  bottle  of  Burgundy.  You  muft  ex- 
cufe  me,  Harry,  the  ladies — you  know  I  was  always 
a  Philander  among  the  ladies. 

Lap.  Oui,  you  was  always  great  gander  indeed. 
Henry.  So  you  fpeak  Englifh ;  you’ve  been  io 
London  ? 

Lap.  Yes,  I  was  ver  great  man  in  Londre,  but 
now  I  am  anoter  man. 

Henry.  Another  man  ! 

Lap.  England  is  de  grand  field  of  battle  for  the 
foidier  of  fortune.  I  vas  de  taileur,  de  cook,  dc 
jugler,  take  off  a  de  fhirt,  de  maitre  d’hotel,  de 
tooth-drawer  vid  a  touch  ;  but  at  laft  my  lor  forget 
to  pay  a  me,  fo  den  1  did  imitate  my  lor,  and  when 
I  could  no  longer  fight  a  my  way - 


Henry . 
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Henry.  What  tken  ? 

Lap.  Why  den,  I  run  away. 

Henry.  So  you  have  a  character  for  every  country. 

And  pray  what  are  you  here  ? 

Lap.  My  true  chai after,  a  tailleur. 

Henry.  A  taylor  ! 

Lap.  Oui,  monfieur,  at  your  fervice. 

A  I  R  I. 

A  Londre ,  I  vas  taylor  nice. 

And  <work  for  lor  fo  gay. 

He  never  beat  me  down  my  price. 

But  den  be  never  pay ; 

From  lor  I  could  no  money  get , 

My  draper  wotd d  net  Jlay  ; 

So,  like  my  lor ,  I  run  in  debt. 

And  den  I  run  away. 

Vid  trick  on  card,  I pleafe  my  lor , 

He  wonder  how  1  doyt. 

And  ladies,  all,  my  Jkill  adore, 

Ven  cock  in  glajs  1  Jhoot. 

De  Britifh  guinea  I  command 
My  pocket  to  recruit , 

J  jhirt  it  off  by  f eight  of  hand. 

Shirt  off  by  fleight  of  foot . 

Now  here  en  France ,  I  have  no  dread 
For  lor  to  move  my  Jbear, 

For  here  in  France ,  dey  cannot  plead 
He  privilege  of  peer. 

Monfieur,  if  you  employ  a  me. 

And  pretty  coat  vouy  d  vear , 

Tour  little  tailleur  here  1  be, 

Tres  humble  ferviteur. 

To 
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To  touch  the  little  ready  pelf 
I  fell  the  cordial  drop , 

But  none  would  drink  except  my f elf 
So  1  Jhut  up  my  J hop . 

Of  chimney-fweep  the  tooth  fo  white , 

In  noble  mouth  I  pop , 

My  lor  he  grin ,  and  den  he  bite, 

Bon  jour ,  and  off  he  hop . 

Henry.  A  taylor,  and  come  to  fport  your  Iouis 
upon  the  jockies  of  France  ? 

Lap.  No,  I  am  come  here  to  fport  de  jacket  upon 
de  jockey ;  de  blue,  de  red,  de  green,  de  orange 
de  emperor’s  eye,  upon  the  jockey  of  France.  Who 
give  de  grand  brilliance  to  de  race  but  de  tailleur  ? 
Dey  may  talk  of  de  boot  and  de  fpur  j  but  de  beautc 
of  de  race  is  oblige  to  de  fhear  and  de  timble. 

Henry.  This  unfortunate  duel  !  to  be  forced  to 
live  here,  an  exile  from  my  native  England — I  wifh, 
like  my  unhappy  filler,  I  could  find  a  comforter  in 
oblivion. 

A  I  R  II. 

My  morning  of  life ,  ah,  how  tranquil ,  how  bright  / 

No  care  found  a  place  in  my  breaji  ; 

My  noon  now  is  evening ,  and foon  mufl  be  night ; 

A  night  without  comfort  or  reji . 

The  floods  bow  refplendent  with  clear  -azure  Jkies  ! 

Tho'  tempting,— too  late ,  to  his  cofl , 

Beneath ,  for  his  heaven,  who  wantonly  tries , 

In  flreams  of  falfe  pleafure  is  lofl. 

Henry.  Pray  which  is  the  hotel  ? 

Lap.  Hotel  !  Why,  von’t  you  lodge  at  my  houfe 
—  de  bon  apartment  ? 

Henry . 
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Henry.  Why,  faith,  at  this  time,  as  I  wifh  to  be  as 
private  as  poflible,  I  think  that  will  be  the  belt  way. 

Lap.  Von’t  you  look  at  my  logement  ? 

Henry.  With  all  my  hearty 

Lap.  Dis  way  if  you  pleaie.  But  I  won’t  let  him 
lee  my  new  lodger,  my  little  Rofa,  becaule  I  mean 
to  have  her  myfelf.  Nannette,  fhew  a  de  apartment 
to  the  gentleman.  [ Exeunt . 

Sir  John  ('without)  Why  how  far  farther  do  you 
mean  to  jolt  us  over  thefe  damn’d  hones  ? 

Enter  i  Jl  IF  niter  and  Mrs.  Ca  fey. 

i/?  iVaiter.  This  way,  your  honour.  —  Madam, 
here’s  Sir  John  Bull,  my  Lady  Bull,  and  the  whole 

Cajey.  Ay,  this  is  the  truth  of  an  Englifh  family. ! 

Enter  Sir  John  and  Lady  HxaW,  Jbevued  in  by  the  tnafler 
of  the  Lilly ,  'with  porters ,  &c. 

\ 

French  Inn-keeper.  Welcome  from  Paris  ! 

Sir  John.  Welcome  from  Paris  !  —Why  how  far 
farther  are  you  taking  us  over  this  damn’d  pave¬ 
ment  ? 

Lady  Bull.  Fie,  Sir  John,  confider  where  you  are. 
When  gentlemen  come  to  France,  they  always  leave 
their  damme’s  at  Dover. 

Sir  John.  I  wifli  I  had  left  you  or  myfelf  there, 
damme. — Who  the  devil  are  there  ? 

Lady  Bull.  Why  don’t  you  fee  the  gentlemen  are 
porters. 

Sir  John.  Porters  !  pickpockets.  Paid  by  the 
ounce.  Why,  one  of  our  Thames- (beet  porters 
would  carry  ten  times  as  much  j  and  here’s  a  proof 
of  it.  What,  Robin,  you’ve  got  my  trunk  I  fee. 

B  Enter 
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Enter  Coach  man ,  vsitb  a  large  trunk. 

\ 

Coachman,  Yes,  your  honour,  Four  mounfheers 
had  it,  but  they  dropt  it  in  the  dirt. 

Lady  Bull.  Robin,  when  you’ve  carried  it  in,  you 
mud  find  out  colonel  Epaulette.  Give  our  compli¬ 
ments,  tell  him  vve  are  come,  and  defire  to  know  how 
he  does. 

Sir  John.  Yes,  and  if  Sir  Shenkin  ap  Griffin  is  at 
his  houfe,  tell  him  too  that  we  are  come,  and 
that  Doll  is  impatient  to  fee  him. 

Lady  Bull.  Dolly  ?  why  Dolly  Bull  ! 

Enter  Dolly  Bull. 

Dclly.  Here,  mamma. — Pray,  mamma,  which  is 
the  inn  ? 

Lady  Bull.  Inn  !  hotel,  mifs,  if  you  pleafe. 

Dally.  Mifs!  mam’lelle  if  you  pleafe. 

Sir  John.  Well  laid,  Doll;  there’s  French  upon 
French  for  you. 

Lady  Bull.  Pray,  monfieur,  will  you  do  us  the 
favour  to  fhew  us  to  the  hotel  ? 

[7b  the  tnafler  of  the  Lilly. 

Sir  John.  Favour  to  fhew  us  to  the  hotel  !  How 
polite  we  are,  and  to  a  waiter,  only  becaufe  he’s 
French  ! — Ay,  come  fhew  the  larder,  for  Fmdevilifh 
hungry. 

Mafer.  Dis  vny,  if  you  pleafe,  mademoifelle. 

I  keep  a  de  filly  of  France,  where  you  may  have  de 
logout,  de  trie  a  fife,  de  Vermicelli  foup,  de  falad. 

Cutty,  (very  loud)  Waiter,  carry  the  roaffc  beef  up 
;o  the  Lion. 

Sir  John.  {turning  quick  about)  Ay,  and  carry  me 
up  to  the  Lion  too  I 

C.e/j'y.  Oh,  to  be  lure,  yowi  honour. 

Sir 
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Sir  John.  So  this  is  your  houfe,  eh  !  And  ycu 
arc  Englifh  ? 

Cafey.  Englifh  !  that’s  what  I  am,  I  was  born 
in  Dublin. 

Sir  John.  And  pray  what’s  your  name  ? 

Cafey.  Cafey,  at  your  fervice ;  and  I  keep  ike 
Lion  ot  England  here. 

CD 


a  i  r  in. 

"The  Britijb  Lion  is  my  fign  $ 

A  rearing  trade  l  drive  on  t 
Right  Englijh  uf age, neat  French  wine 
A  landlady  may  thrive  on, 

At  table  d ’  bote,  to  cat  and  drink, 

Let  French  and  Englijh  mingle. 

And  while  to  ms  they  bring  the  chink. 
Faith ,  let  the  glajjes  jingle  $ 

Tour  rhino  rattle ,  come 
Men  and  cattle,  come 
All  to  Mrs  Cafey, 

Of  trouble  and  money. 

My  jewel,  my  honey , 

l  warrant  I'll  make  you  eafy, 

wr  v  ~  w 

II. 

When  drejl  and  fcated  in  my  bar, 
l.et  [quire,  or  beau,  or  belle  cone. 

Let  captains  kifs  me,  if  they  dare , 

It's ,  Sir,  you're  kindly  welcome  f 
On  Sbuffie,  Cog,  and  Slip,  1  wink. 

Let  rooks  and  pigeons  mingle. 

And  if  to  me  they  bring  the  chink. 

Faith,  let  the  glajjes  jingle . 

Rhino  rattle,  come ,  [A c> 

B  2 
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HE 

Let  levs  fy  here,  on  filken  wings. 

His  tricks  I  Jiill  connive  at  ; 

' The  lover  who  would  fay  f oft  things , 

Shall  have  a  room  in  private. 

On  plea  fare  /  am  pleas'd  to  wink , 

So  lips  in  kifjes  mingle , 

For  while  to  me  they  bring  the  chink, 

Laith,  let  the  glajjes  jingle. 

Tour  rhino  rattle,  come 
Men  and  cattle,  come 
All  to  Mrs .  Cafey  ; 

Of  trouble  and  money , 

My  jewel,  my  honey, 

1  warrant  I'll  snake  you  eafy. 

Sir  John.  Bravo  !  Mrs.  Cafey.  Introduce  us  to 
your  roaft  beef.  Come  along. 

[ Exeunt  all  but  Sir  John,  nvho  drives  the  French 
porters  before  him ,  then  comes  forward  on  feeing 
Lackland  J 


Enter  Lackland. 

Lack.  Sir  John  Bull’s  family.  I  hear  they’re  from 
the  city.  Voulez  vous  parlez  ? 

Sir  John.  Don’t  parley  me.  l’in  an  Englifhman. 

Lack.  I  fee  you  are,  by  that  honeft  face. 

Sir  John.  Honeft  face  !  Well,  and  what  have  you 
got  to  lay  to  my  honeft  face,  eh  ? 

Lack.  The  devil  take  me  if  I  have  any  thing  to 
fay,  but  how  do  you  do  ? 

Sir  John.  Pretty  well,  I  thank  you,  how  do  you  ? 

[looks  fufpicioujly  at  him.) 

Lack.  Well,  and  pray  how  do  all  our  friends  in 
Throgmorton-ftreet  ? 

Sir  John,  Throgmorton-ftreet.  ! 


Lack. 
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Lack .  Sir,  I  am  happy  to  fee  you.  My  heart 
warms  at  the  fight  of  an  Englifhman,  and  Fm  always- 
happy  to  do  them  any  fervice.  I  am  Englifh,  fir, 
but  a  little  unfortunate,  or  fo. 

Sir  John.  What,  you’re  poor,  eh  !  Yes,  faith, 
you’re  a  little  feedy.  Have  you  no  eftate  ? 

Lack.  I  have  had. 

Sir  John.  And  what  have  you  done  with  it  ? 

Lack.  Turned  it  into  money. 

Sir  John.  Well,  and  pray  what  have  you  done 
with  that  ? 

Lack .  Laid  it  out  to  advantage,  bought  ex¬ 
perience. 

Sir  John.  Bought  experience  !  Why  then  by  this  * 
time  you’re  a  damn’d  witty  fellow. 

Lack.  Yes,  Hr,  I  know  the  world.  I  have  had 
manfions,  arables,  freeholds,  leafeholds,  Rewards, 
waftes,  leafes,  releafes,  paftures,  quarter-days,  and 
luch  damn’d  incumbrances. 

Sir  John.  And  fo  you’ve  got  rid  of  ’em  all.  It’s 
all  gone,  eh  ? 

Lack.  Everv  acre. 

Sir  John.  Why  you’re  a  devilifh  clever  fellow. 

And  why  did’nt  you  get  your  teeth  drawn  at  the 
fame  time  ? 

Lack.  Very  fmart  and  clever. 

Sir  John.  Becaufe  by  this  time  I  fuppofe  you’ve' 
no  ufe  for  them. 

Lack.  Damn’d  ignorant  old  dog  !  (. a  fide )  But,  fir, 
you’re  juft  come  to  France,  that  is,  you’re  a  ftranget 
here.  Sir,  my  heart  warms  at  the  fight  of  my 
Countryman  ;  and  his  my  greateft  pride  and  pleafure 
to  warn  ho  nelly  of  the  deceits  pra&ifed  he;e  Some 
of  our  own  countrymen  appear  very  lerviceable  and 
obliging ;  but  their  afliduity  always  ends  in  borrow¬ 
ing  money, 

B  3  Sis 
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Sir  John.  Sir,  I’m  very  much  obliged  to  you.— 
Sir,  will  you  eat  a  bit  of  mutton  with  us  ? 

Lack.  With  all  sny  heart ;  but,  fir,  as  there  ar« 
ladies,  this  coat  is  not  quite  the  thing  to  appear  be¬ 
fore  the  ladies  in.  There,  do  you  lee  that  taylor’s 
over  the  way  ?  I  have  a  devilifh  good  fuit  lies  there 
for  a  trifle.  Wifi  you  be  fo  obliging  as  to  lend  me 
a  guinea,  juft  that  I  may  appear  like  a  gentleman  ? 

Sir  John.  A  guinea  !  luir !  eh! — Oh!  what  till  the 
arables  come  back  ?  (!ai<gbi,;g).  Ddlrefs  to  be  fure  in 
a  ftrange  countiv  is  very  hard.  What’s  your  name  ? 

Lack.  Lackland,  at  your  fervice,  fir. 

Sir  John.  Well,  Mr,  Lackland,  there’s  a  guinea 
for  you. 

Lack.  ( puts  it  into  his  pocket).  I  fancy,  Sir  John, 
I  may  pafs  very  well  in  thefe  clothes,  eh  ! 

Sir  John.  Pafs  !  Oh,  yes,  you  may— for  a  fhop- 
lifter  {a fide). 

Lack.  Sir  John,  if  you’ll  give  me  leave.  I'll  treat 
you  with  a  flafk  of  mod  excellent  Champagne. — 
Waiter,  a  bottle  of. Champagne. 

Sir  John.  Here’s  a  rafcal  !  Treat  me  to  Cham¬ 
pagne  !  my  own  money  too — and  I  doubt  if  the 
rafcal  has  got  a  fiiirt  to  his  luffles. 

Lack  1  l'ay,  my  old  friend  {pulling  his  hand  on  his 
/boulder)  above  all  beware  of  ftrangers — be  fure  you 
mind  my  advice— they’re  curfed  afliduous,  though  it 
always  ends  in  borrowing  money,  and  laughing  at 
you  afterwards — Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Sir  John.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha !  And  laughing  at  me 
afterwards.  That’s  a  good  joke — ha!  ha!  ha!— 
damn’d  impudent  fellow  ! 

Lack.  Now  you  know  their  ways,  be  fure  you 
keep  a  tight  hand  upon  your  cadi.  Ha  ?  ha  !  ha  ! 

Sir  join.  I  tin  all,  depend  on’t  $  eipecialiy  if  they 
mention  Throgmorton-ftreet. 


Lack. 
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Lack.  True,  true,  ha !  ha ! —  I’m  thinking,  ha !  ha ! 
—how  iurprifed  you’ll  be  when  1  pay  you  this 
guinea  to-morrow. 

Sir  John.  Yes,  I  fhall  be  Iurprifed  indeed. 

Lack.  You  fee,  ha  !  ha  !  I’ve  fold  all  my  arables, 
and  have  bought  experience  wholefale. 

Sir  John.  Yes;  and  now  you  retail  it  out  at  a 
guinea  a  dole,  ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Lack.  Hal  ha!  Biefs  that  jolly  face!  —  How  a 
laugh  becomes  you  !  ha  !  ha  !  {taking  bold  of  it.)  I 
fhall  for  ever  acknowledge  myfelf  your  debtor. 

Sir  John.  I  date  fay  you  ever  will,  ha!  ha  ! 

Lack.  Here,  waiter,  fhew  a  room.  A  bottle  of 
Champagne,  and  change  for  a  guinea. 

[Exit  laughing,  and  taking  hold  of  Sir  John's  arm. 

SCENE  A  room  at  Lapoche’s. 

Enter  Rola,  reading. 

“  Canft  thou  forget  what  tears  that  moment  fell, 

“  When  warm  in  youth,  I  bade  the  world  farewel  ? 

“  As  with  cold  lips  I  kifs’d  the  facred  veil, 

“  The  fhrines  all  trembled,  and  the  lamps  grew 
pale.” 

Poor  Eloifa  in  her  cloifler  fpoke  my  fenfe.  I  begin 
to  repent  mv  elopement.  My  lady  abbefs  has  ere 
this  difcovered  it.  I  wonder  if  lord  Winiove  has 
received  my  letter.  I  hope  it  did  not  mils  him.  I 
wifh  he  was  come. 

AIR  IV. 

Oh,  lingering  time,  why  with  us  J!ay 
IVhen  ahfent  lo  ve  ‘toe  mourn  ! 

And  why  fo  nimbly  glide  away 
At  our  true  love's  return ! 
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Ah,  gentle  time,  the  youth  attend, 

IVbofe  ah  fence  here  /  mourn  ; 

The  chearful  hours  in  pity  fend 
That  bring  my  love's  return . 

I  feel  my  heart  with  rapture  beat  * 

No  longefJha.il  l  mourn  ; 

My  lover  foon  with  J  miles  I'll  meet, 

And  bail  his  dear  return . 

He/  !  fure  my  lord  Winlove  hiiniklf! 

Enter  Lord  Winlove. 

LordWinlove.  My  charming  Rofa  !  ( embracing  her.) 

RoJ'a.  My  lord  ! 

Lord  IV.  But,  my  dear  Rofa,  how  could  you 
come  to  fuch  a  public  place  as  Fontainbleau  ;  and  at 
fuch  a  time,  when  there  are  To  many  Engli.li  fami¬ 
lies  ?  Fifty  people  may  know  ns. 

Rofa.  If  1  had  remained  in  the  village,  the  lady 
abbets  would  have  difcovered  me. 

Lord  IV.  Your  letter  fays  you  efcaped  from  the 
convent  in  boy’s  deaths. 

Rofa.  Yes,  and  1  was  obliged  to  change  them  be¬ 
fore  1  reached  Fontainbleau,  to  elude  all  l'earch  from 
Villeneuve. 

Lord  IV.  And  how  unlucky  to  get  into  the  houfe 
of  Lapoche  !  inch  a  bufy,  talking  taylor  ! 

Rofa.  1  did  not  know  what  lodging  to  get. 
’T was  better  1  thought,  than  being  at  a  hotel.  I 
wiili  I  was  any  where  elfe. 

Lord  W .  Don’t  figh,  my  Rofa  ;  for  though  I  was 
not  to  be  threatened  into* a  marriage  by  the  young 
Cham  out  your  brother,  when  he  overtook,  us  at 

RochclUr  ; 
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Rochefter  ;  yet  I  fhall  with  pride  acknowledge  you 
Lady  Winlove  on  my  return  to  England. 

AIR  V. 

*  j 

Flow'rs  their  beauties  all  furrender , 

When  the  fun  withdraws  his  ray  j 
Now  they  Jhine  in  borrow'd  fplendort 
Painted  by  the  beam  of  day. 

With  each  good  fair  Eden  planted, 

Ev'ry  fweet  that  fenfe  could  move  ; 

PaJJton  Jighs  tho'  all  is  granted , 

No  enjoyment  without  love, 

•* 

Dearejl  maid ,  thy  fmiles  be/lowing , 

Bright  and  gay  my  hours  Jhall  be  ; 

By  this  heart  with  rapture  glowing , 

Thou  art  light  and  love  to  me  t 

The  {lory  of  your  brother’s  killing  me  is  every  where 
believed;  therefore  I  mean  to  leave  Fontainbleau, 
and  by  a  crofs  route  reach  Paris. 

Rofa.  Oh,  my  lord,  I  fhall  never  forgive  myfelf 
for  this  wicked,  impious  flep. 

Lord  W.  The  impiety  was  mine,  my  Rofa,  to  rob 
heaven  of  an  angel. 

Enter  Nannette. 

Nannette.  Oh,  madam,  my  matter  has  brought  in  a 
new  lodger,  a  young  officer,  and  our  countryman.— 
Oh,  dear  !  I  did  not  know  this  gentleman  was  here. 

Lord  W.  An  Englifh  officer  !  I’ll  inftantly  order  a 
poftchaife,  for  your  removal  from  this  group  of 
jockies,  grooms,  peers  and  pickpockets.  [Exit  Lord IV. 

Nan. 
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Nan.  (opening  the  folding  doors)  Madam,  look 
here,  come  and  have  one.  (Kiffes  her  hand  to  he  heard.) 

Rofa.  Oh  fie,  Nannette.  When  that  gentleman 
returns,  you’ll  call  me  to  him.  [Exit  Rofa. 

Nan.  Lord  !  how  nice  we  are  f  I've  a  great  mind 
to  win  the  gloves  myfelf  (going.)  Lord  !  he  wakes  f 

Henry  (coning forward.)  This  travelling  by  night 
is  very  fatiguing.  I  thought  to  have  flept  in  the 
chaife,  but  was  difappointed  by  the  jolting  on  the 
road. 

Nan.  Did  you  cell,  fir  l 

Henry,  Ay.  Who  are  you,  my  pretty  )af*  ? 

Nan.  My  name  is  Nancy,  fir )  but  rny  matter  will 
call  me  Nannette  after  the  French  fitfhion. 

Henry.  Oh  then,  you’re  611c  de  chambre  to  the 
matter  of  this  lodging  ? 

Nan.  At  your  fervice,  fir. 

AIR  VI. 

Indeed  I'll  do  the  heft  I  can 
7o  pleafe  Jo  kind  a  gentleman  • 

Ton  lodge  with  us,  and  you  Jh  all  fee 
How  careful  poor  Nannette  will  be  • 
tSo  nice,  fo  neat ,  fo  clean  your  room , 

With  bow  pots  for  the  fweet  perfume  ; 

Wn't  pleafe  you,  fir , 

When  you  get  up , 

Tour  coffee  brown 
In  china  cup , 

Dinner ,  deffert , 

And  bon  fouper  : 

Sur  mon  honneur ,  at  night  you  be 
With  waxen  taper  lit  to  bed 
By  poor  Nannette  your  chambermaid. 


Enter 
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Enter  Lapoche. 

Lop  [during  the  fong.)  Here’s  fine  doings  in  my 
houle  ! — Oh,  fie,  Nannette,  why  do  you  come  here 
hnging  ?  Oh,  you  jade,  I’ll— Hope  you  had  a  good 
fleep,  fir.— Get  out  !  Vat  do  you  come  here  for  ?— 
I’ll  knock  a  his  head— Hope  you  refrefh  ver  much 
after  your  deep,  fii — Get  out — go  yonder,  dat  vay— 
I  hope  you  like  your  lodging — Get  out,  Nannette — 
[he  pujhes  her  off.)  —  Curfe  a  defe  red  officier  ;  de 
girls  fo  fond — you’ll  find  a  my  houfe  ver  convenient. 
You  may  have  a  de  von,  two  courfe — de  petite 
chanfon  ;  invite  whom  you  pleafe,  your  countrymen 
eat,  drink,  fing,  roar,  be  fo  jolly,  fwear  and  knock  a 
your  fills  againft  von  another’s  head,  a  la  mode  de 
Londr£. 

Enter  Nannette. 

Nan.  Sir,  monfieur. 

Lap.  Nannette,  vhy  do  you  come  dis  vay,  peeping 
at  de  man  in  de  red  coat  ?  Get  out  [pujhes  her). 

Nan.  Sir,  I  only  vant - 

Lap.  Get  a  you  gone,  you  jade— I  know  ver  well 
vat  you  want.  You  come  peeping  at  de  officier. 
Vhy  you  come  peeping  at  de  men  ? 

Nan.  Lord,  fir,  1  had  a  mefiage.  Sir  Shenkin  ap 
Griffin  has  fent  for  the  new  jackets  for  the  jockies  ; 
and  Colonel  Epaulette  has  fent  to  know  if  the 
Englifh  liveries  are  made. 

Lap.  Defe  are  my  grand  cuftomer  [to  Henry). 
YTill  you  get  out  of  de  vay  ?  [to  Nannette).  Sir  Shenkin 
is  ver  great  man.  I  make  a  de  jacket  for  de  race.— 
Get  a~you  fuft,  Nannette — Dis  vay  if  you  pleafe. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE, 
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SCENE,  another  room  at  Lapoche' s. 

Enter  Rofa. 

Rofa.  I  wonder  what  fliould  keep  lord  Winlove 
fo  long.  I’m  furprifed  he  does  not  return.  Should 
he  and  *m y  brother  meet - this  fufpence  is  tor¬ 

menting.  Would  we  were  on  the  road  !  Yet  why 
do  I  wiih  to  fee  England,  when  thofe  whom  mod  I 
love  are  in  this  kingdom  ! 

A  I  R  VII. 

The  night  when  pafs'd  in  golden  Jkiesy 
If  whiten'd  cliff's  the  failor  fpies 
The  failor  Jfies ,  completely  blef  ; 

The  fight  each  tender  thought  infpiresy 
His  love's  on  fhore ,  and  fancy  fires , 

And  fancy  fires  his  faithful  bread. 

The  dancing  waves  falute  his  oar , 

He  pulls ,  and  fings,  my  love's  on  fhorey 
He  waves  his  hat ,  and  cries  adieuy 
Farewell ,  good fhip  and  loving  crew , 

Farevoell,  good  / hip ,  for  love  1  fteery 
And  as  around  he  turns  his  facey 
To  view  the  happy ,  well  known  placey 
The  happy  place  that  holds  his  deary 
The  dancing  waves  falute  his  oary 
He  pulls  and  fingsy  my  love's  on  fijore, 

Nannette  and  Henry  [within).  The  lady  defires 
not  to  be  leen  by  any  body. 

Henry.  I  will  come  in.  The  boy  foid  the  .lady 
was  impatient  to  fee  me. 


Enter 
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Enter  Henry. 

Rofa.  What  do  I  fee  ? — My  brother ! 

Henry.  My  filler  Rofa  ! 

Rofa.  My  dear  brother,  though  appearances  are 
againft  me,  yet  when  you’re  acquainted  with  the 
circumftances,  you’ll  forego  your  refentment. 

Henry.  Why  did  you  quit  the  convent  where  I 
placed  you,  that  you  might  find  an  afylum  for  your 
fhame  ? 

Rofa.  My  dear  brother,  if  you  knew  fome  parti¬ 
culars,  that  prudence  forbids  me  to' mention - 

Henry.  Talk  not  of  prudence.  Are  you  not  lofi 
to  every  fenfe  of  virtue  ?  And  have  you  not  involved 
me  in  a  misfortune,  that  will  for  ever  difturb  my 
peace  ? 

Rofa  (< afide ).  He  don’t  know  that  my  lord  is  alive; 
and  I  dare  not  inform  him,  left  his  ill-placed  pafiicu 
fihould  relapfe. 

Henry.  I’ll  lodge  you  fafe  at  Villeneuve  once 
more.  And  yet,  as  my  charmer  faid  (he  was  coming 
to  the  races,  if  I  quit  them  without  finding  her,  I 
may  never  fee  her  again.  But  my  filler  mull  go  to 
the  abbels,  and  I  /hall  defire  her  to  ftrengthen  your 
fpiritua'i  claims — and  yet  love  fo  fympathizes  in  my 
own  bread,  that  I’ll  chide  no  more. 

A  I  R  VIII. 

Brooks ,  to  your  fources  ah  fwtftly  return. 

Tear  drop  on  tear ,  and  give  life  to  the  urn  ; 

Truth  and  virtue  pafs  ar.vay> 

Ere  1  for  another  my  true  love  betray. 
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ACT  ir. 

SCENE  I. 

View  of  Fontainbleau  Race  Courfe. 

Enter  Sir  Shenkin  ap  Griffin  and  Jockey ,  federal  other 

Stablemen ,  with  cloths,  bottles, -rubbing  flicks,  12 c. 

Sir  Shenkin.  Yo  U  are  a  pig  plockead.  You  have 
done  very  pad  inteed. 

Dick.  I  won  the  race  ;  what  would  you  have  me 
do  more  ? 

Sir  Shenkin.  Won  the  race  !  You  fhould  have  tif- 
tanced  his  Plack  Prince  with  my  Merlin. 

Dick.  Why,  if  I  had  pufhed  fo  hard,  1  fhould 
have  loft  the  firft  heat,  when  I  was  fo  cock-fure  of 
winning. 

Sir  Shenkin.  Cock-fure  !  Dick,  don’t  tell  me  of 
your  Yorkshire  tricks. 

Dick.  Why  then  I  fay  it  was  quite  the  policy  of 
the  thing. 

Sir  Shenkin.  Policy!  follies!  His  Joan  of  Arc  is 
to  run  againft  my  Winney,  and  if  you  had  tiftanced, 
I  fhould  have  had  all  the  long  odds  in  favour  of  my 
own  horfe. 

Dick.  I  did  the  beft  I  could  :  I  won  the  race  ; 
and  if  you  arn’t  fatisfied,  you  may  ride  the  match 
yourfeli  to-morrow.  [Exit. 

Sir  Shenkin.  'fid  your  peft !  Get  out,  you  imper¬ 
tinent — goot  jockies  fhould  know  how  to  tiftance,  to 

win. 
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win,  or  to  lofe.  Ay  goot  jockies  fhould  know  how 
to  lofe  as  well  as  to  win. — My  Merlin  is  full  brother 
to  Winney  ;  and  if  he  had  tiftanced  to-day,  I  fhould 
have  taken  in  the  whole  field  to-morrow,  man,  wo¬ 
man  and  child. — Oh,  here  comes  Mr.  Lackland,  the 
fihentleman  ragamuffin. 

Enter  Lackland. 

Lack.  Ay,  give  you  joy,  my  boy  Shenkin  (pan  his 
/boulder  ). 

Sir  Shenkin.  Shoy  is  a  fery  pretty  thing,  Mr. 
Lackland,  pecaufe  it  kives  pleafures;  put  your  kiviog 
me  flioy  py  the  name  of  poy,  does  not  kil  me  plea¬ 
fures  :  for  look  you,  Mr.  Lackland,  I  am  a  man 
and  a  fhentleman  ;  my  name  is  Shenkin  ap  Griffin, 
Paronet ;  and  I  am  of  as  high  a  tefcent - 

Lack.  As  ever  came  from  the  mountains.  Ay, 
come,  Sir  Shenkin,  you  and  I  are  both  of  us  very  good 
blood. 

Sir  Shenkin.  I  know  you  are  tefcended  from 
Welch  extraction  py  the  mother’s  fide  ;  put  my  fa¬ 
mily,  look  you,  is  as  creat  and  as  antient,  look  you, 
as  any  in  the  county  of  Flint. 

Lack.  Come,  Mr.  Welchman,  don’t  {trike  your 
flint  againfi:  me  :  if  you  do,  I  fhill  take  fire. 

Sir  Shenkin.  Yes,  I  think  you  would  take  fire 
inteed,  for  your  coat  is  tinder.  Ha  !  ha  ! 

Lack.  Come,  come,  though  you  won  the  race, 
don’t  ride  the  high  horfe  with  me,  but  dart  fome 
other  fubject  for  your  jokes. 

Sir  Shenkin.  Why  yes,  as  you  fay,  his  rather  a 
threadbare  fubjeCt. 

Lack.  Well,  fir,  I  wifH  you’d  have  done  with 

your  jokes;  if  not,  I - {putting  his  hand  to  his 

J<ivord. ) 

C  2  Sir 
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Sir  Sbenkin.  Plefs  my  foul !  I  to  always  put  myfelf 
into  a  goot  humour  with  my  jokes.  Put  con  e,  kit 
me  your  hand.  It  I  tid*  laugh  at  your  coat,  I  will 
get  you  a  petter.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! — Look  you  yonder, 
my  eye  is  your  wardrobe.  I  have  a  coat  in  my  eye 
for  you. 

Lack.  Who  is  that  ? 

Sir  Sbenkin.  Colonel  Epaulette. 

Colonel  {‘without,  Jinging.)  Rule  Britannia,  Britannia, 
rule  the  waves,  &c. 

Lack.  Oh !  his  the  Englifh  Frenchman,  that  I 
have  heard  lb  much  of. 

Sir  Sbenkin.  Ay,  there  he  koes  as  merry  after  his 
tefeat,  as  if  he  was  dancing  to  parfon  Morgan's  fittle. 

Lack.  They  fay  he  has  a  moft  benevolent  nature, 
that  he’s  very  fond  of  the  EnglifTi,  and  willies  to 
learn  all  our  cuftoms  and  manners,  and  ftyle  of  doing 
things. 

Sir  Sbenkin.  Yes,  and  he  lofes  his  money,  and  is 
as  happy  as  if  he  won.  1  am  his  preceptor,  and  to 
teach  him  all  polite  accompliiliments,  the  Englifh 
cuftoms  and  language. 

Lack.  You  teach— 1  fuppofe  then  by  this  time  he 
can  fmoke,  fwear,  and  play  at  cricket. 

Sir  Sbenkin.  Perhaps  he  may  ;  ar.d  he  has  twenty 
thoufand  a  year  pefides. 

Lack.  Introduce  me  to  him.  1  like  a  man  that 
has  twenty  thoufand  a  year. 

Sir  Sbenkin.  Ay,  he  is  your  mark.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 
He’s  in  lpiiits,  and  thinks  himfelf  very  clever  if  he 
interlards  his  conferfation  with  a  dozen  tamme’s. 

Enter  Colonel  Epaulette,  fmgir.g. 

u  Of  a  noble  race  was  Sir  Shenkin 
“  In  de  land  of  Mr.  Tudor.” 


Y  our 
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Your  fervant,  Sir  Shenkin,  your  fervant.  Your 
Merlin  did  peat  my  Plack  Prince  for  five  toufand,  fd 
dere  they  are,  damme — one  toufand  bank  of  Paris, 
two  toufand  bank  of  England,  one  Drummond,  and 
one  Child. 

Lack.  Sir  Shenkin,  as  I’ve  none  of  my  own,  if 
you  pleafe  I’ll  adopt  that  child. 

Sir  Shenkin.  A  very  good  joke  l  Ha  !  ha  !  ha ! 
Sir,  with  your  leave  and  your  likings,  this  is  Mr. 
Thingemnry — Mr.  Thingemmy,  this  is  Colonel 
What-d’ye-calPein,  and  now  you  know  one  another. 

Lack.  Colonel  What-d’ye-call’em,  your  mod 
obedient. 

Colonel.  Mr.  Thingemmy,  your  fervant. 

Sir  Shenkin.  Colonel,  this  is  your  preceptor,  to 
fight  your  duels,  or  carry  on  intrigue. 

Colonel.  Sir,  ven  my  king  does  not  command  me 
to  be  your  enemy,  I  fhall  be  very  happy  to  be  friends 
with  yc'tir  Englifh  nation. 

Sir  Shenkin.  That’s  right ;  he’s  a  tutor  for  you. 
He’s  a  man  of  wit  I  allure  you.  Faith  !  he  lives 
by  his  wits  {a fide).  Pie  has  flats  and  flrarps  for  the 
fhentlemen,  and  fmiles  for  the  ladies. 

Lack.  No,  no,  fir;  you  fee  what  I  am,  an  ordinary 
fellow.  To  be  fure,  now  and  then  I  do  coine  ou£- 
with  a  little  fally. 

Colonel.  Sir,  I  fhall  be  ver  proud  to  be  introduced 
to  your  little  Sally. 

Lack.  Sir,  your  mod  obedient,  with  pleafure. 
To  be  fure,  now  and  then  the  ladies  do  fquint  at  me 
a  little.  Juft  now,  as  I  palled  along  what-dy’e-cali 
e’m  ftreet,  there  were  five  or  fix  peeping  out  at  the 
windows.  There  he  is,  fays  one.  Ay,  that’s  him, 
lays  another.  Oh !  ’tis  the  Englifh  ambaflador, 
fays  the  third.  No,  no,  fays  a  fourth,  ’tis  the  Ern- 

C  3  peror 
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peror  incog.  That  it  is,  fays  another.  So  they  all 
agree,  nein.  con.  that  I’m  the  Emperor  incog. 

Sir  Sbenkin.  Mr.  Emperor,  I  will  help  you  to  a 
coat  to  carry  on  the  war.  I  will  new  robe  your 
imperial  inajefty.  (a fide  to  Lackland.) — I  fay,  Colo¬ 
nel,  get  rid  of  your  tinfel,  and  ket  a  coat  more  in 
'our  ftyle,  ha,  Lackland  ! 

Lack.  ( adj ufting  his  coat.)  I  own  I  was  always 
partial  to  the  New-market  ftyle. 

Colonel.  I  think  his  coat  is  in  the  old-market  ftyle. 
s  Lack.  Why  ’tis  rather— Upon  my  foul,  you’ve  a 
devilifh  deal  of  wit.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

(Sir  Sbenkin  'whijpers  the  Colonel .) 

Colonel.  Sir,  you  do  me  great  honour.  Will  you 
eat  a  bit  of  dinner  with  me  ?■ 

Lack.  Sir,  I’ll  breakfall,  dine  and  fup  with  you. 
Sir,  1 11  flay  a  month  in  your  houfe. 

Sir  Sbenkin.  Yes,  and  you’ll  find  it  tamn’d  hard 
to  ket  him  out  of  your  houfe.  i 

Colonel.  Indeed  !  Sir,  you  are  de  moft  hofpitable 
fellow. 

Lack.  Is  that  your  filler  Celia  ?  I  had  not  feen  her 
fome  time.  She’s  a  charming  girl. 

Sir  Sbenkin .  Yes,  fine  was  a  fine  girl,  but  her  Paris 
education  has  fpoiled  her. 

Lack.  I  ilia'll  dance  with  her  to-night. 

Sir  Sbenkin.  Inteed  you  won’t,  for  Celia  has  mo¬ 
neys,  and  you  are  poor. 

Lack.  Well,  has  her  money  fpoiled  her  dancing  ? 

Sir  Sbenkin.  No,  put  tancings  pring  palmings,  and 
palmings  pring  matrimonies ;  and  you  muft  not  marry 
into  the  ap  Griffin’s.  Only  fuppofe  now  to  yourfelf 
I  am  her  guardian.  So,  Mr.  Mogul,  don’t  drop  your 
handkerchief  at  my  filler.  1  find  you’ve  thruft  your 

cole 
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noie  into  Sir  John  Pull’s  Family;  and  I  will  advife 
you  to  keep  out  of  the  field  there  too. 

Colonel.  Sir  John  Bull  !  dat  is  de  famille  dat  is  re¬ 
commend  to  me  front  his  grace  de  duke. 

Lack.  You  advile  !  why  fo  ?  Oh  !  I  hear  you  are 
to  marry  mifs  Dolly  Bull ;  but  where’s  the  Welch 
pride  there  ?  What !  mix  the  blood  of  Cadwallader 
with  the  puddle  of  Thames-fireet  ? 

Sir  Shenkin.  Look  you,  Mr.  Lackland,  I  know 
my  pops  and  fliarps  as  well  as  you  ;  fo  let’s  have  none 
of  your  London  tricks  there. 

Colonel.  Oh  charming  London  ! 

Sir  Shenkin.  Ay,  London  for  ever,  colonel  ! — I’ll 
Live  you  my  idea  of  it.  Now,  you  muft  fancy  me 
a  puck  or  a  plood,  look  you. 

A  I  R  IX. 

In  London  my  life  is  a  ring  of  delight , 

In  frolic ks  1  keep  up  the  day  and  the  night  • 

1  fnocze  at  the  rlummums  till  twelve,  perhaps  later , 
1  rattle  the  bell,  and  I  roar  up  the  waiter  : 

Tour  honor.  Jays  he,  and  then  tips  me  a  leg, 

He  brings  me  my  tea ,  but  I fwallow  an  egg  • 

For  tea  in  the  morning’s  a  flop  I  renounce. 

So  1  down  with  a  glafs  of  the  right  cherry  bounce. 
With  / wearing ,  tearing ,  ranting,  jaunting,  Jlafb- 
ing,  J'mafhing,  fmacking,  cracking,  rumbling , 
tumbling  ; 

Laughing ,  quaffing,  fmoaking,  joking ,  {daggering, 
fl agger  ing  • 

So  thougbtlefs,  fo  knozving,  fo  g*-een  and  fo  mellow  ; 
This}  this  is  the  life  of  a  frolickfome  fellow. 
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My  phaefn  1  mount ,  and  the  plebs  they  all  flare, 

1  handle  my  reins  and  my  elbows  I  fquare  ; 

My  ponies  fo  plump ,  and  as  white  as  a  lilly , 
Through  Pall  Mall  I  fpank  it ,  and  up  Piccadilly; 
Till  loflng  a  wheel,  egad  down  come  1  f 'mack , 

So  at  Knightjhridge  1  throw  myfelj  into  a  hack  ; 

At  T at  terf all's  fling  a  leg  over  my  nag , 

Thus  viflt  for  dinner ,  then  drefs  in  a  hag% 

With  J wearing ,  id c, 

I  flrcll  round  the  garden,  and  call  at  the  Rofe , 
And  then  at  both  Playhoujes  pop  in  my  nofe  ; 

1  lounge  in  the  lobby,  laugh,  Jwear,  flide  and 
Jw  agger, 

Talk  loud,  take  my  money,  and  out  again  flagger . 

1  meet  at  the  Shakefpeare  a  good  natur'd  foul. 

Then  down  to  our  club  at  St.  James's  I  roll ; 

The  joys  of  the  night  are  a  thoufand  at  play, 

And  thus  at  the  flnijh  begin  the  next  day% 

With  [wearing,  ifc. 

Enter  Celia. 

Celia.  There  lie  goes.  A  pleafant  brother,  I  mufc 
'confefs.  I  wifli  I  had  flayed  at  Paris.  No  foul  to 
(peak  to  here  but  the  Bull  family.  Now  if  chance 
would  but  throw  the  handfome  officer  in  my  way 
that  I  faw  at  the  opera. 

A  I  R  X. 

Search  all  the  wide  creation  round. 

Or  earth ,  or  air,  or  deep  profound, 

To  fome  great  univerfal  end , 

Power,  [enfe,  inflinft,  reafon,  tend; 

Tis  love,  Jweet  univerfal  love  ! 

Why 
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Why  Phcebus  f 'mile  upon  the  morn  ? 

Why  lend  a  ray  to  Dicin’ s  horn  ? 

Why  flowers  perfume  the  breath  of  fpring? 

Or  why  do  birds  on  hawthorns  ftng? 

’ T is  love ,  fweet  univerjal  love  ! 

With  honour  join'd ,  oh  !  form’d  to  blefsy 
Thy  power  let  every  heart  confefs  ; 

If  Jenfe  and  reafon  but  remove , 

The  bandage  from  the  eyes  of  love , 

Of  lovey  fweet  univerfal  love  ! 

Deuce  take  the  man  !  If  his  fmiles  were  worth  a 
thought,  he’d  have  followed  me  to  Fontainbleau.— 
Oh,  temptation  !  yonder  he  comes— -I  muft  retire. 

Enter  Henry  and  Rofa. 

Henry .  Indeed,  Rofa,  I’m  glad  you’ve  not  efcaped 
further. 

Celia,  (behind)  Ay,  hold  of  that  lady’s  arm.— I 
wonder  women  have  no  decency  in  public.  [Exit. 

Henry.  Ha !  yonder  is  the  very  charmer  I  faw  at  the 
Sunday  opera  at  Pat  is.  I  muft  folic  w  her.  [Exit, 
Rofa.  If  lord  WinJove  fliould  follow,  death  to  him 
or  my  brother  muft  enfue. 

[Celia  ftngs  a  few  notes ,  and  exit 

Enter  Lapoche. 

Lap.  Ah  !  my  dear  Rofa,  I  was  afraid  I  had  lofe 
you.  I  am  glad  you  have  efcape  from  that  rogue  — 

Enter  Henry. 

Oh,  my  friend,  I’m  glad  to  meet  a  you — 1  run  fo  fall:, 
and  afk  every  body,  all  de  little  jockey  Boys,  and  was  ' 
fo  whip  and  kick  about  as  I  came  acrols  dis  big  hor.fe 
field. 

Henry.  Well,  what  do  you  want  ?  —  If  I  don’t  fol¬ 
low  her  now,  I  may  never  fee  her  again. 

Lap. 
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Lap.  Oh,  hr,  I  only  forget  to  give  a  you  your 
receipt  in  your  hurry. 

Henry.  I  fuppole  you  mean  I  forgot  to  pay  you 
your  bill.  Well,  I  fhall  be  back  in  a  moment.  D’ye 
hear?  take  care  of  that  Jady,  and  don’t  quit  her  till 
my  return.  [Exit. 

Rofa.  What  is  he  gone  ? 

Lap.  I  hope  he  will  never  come  back  again,  unlefs 
to  pay  me  my  bill. 

Rofa.  Ay,  I  lee  that  lady  has  a  charm  for  him. 
Unkind  Henry,  to  be  angry  with  me  for  a  pallion 
your  own  heart  is  fo  fufceptible  ol  ! 

Lap.  My  deare  iweetefl — 

Rofa.  Well,  Sir,  did  you  fee  the  gentleman  ? 

Lap.  What,  the  pretty  gentleman  that  loves  you  ? 

Rofa.  Yes. 

Lap.  Every  morning  in  my  looking-glafs. 

Rofa.  P di aw  !  have  you  feen  the  gentleman  that 
enquired  for  me  at  your  houfe  ? 

Lap  Oh,  you  fly,  little  devil !  You  run  away  from 
the  convent  to  Ton  gentleman,  in  de  mans  coat, 
from  de  gentleman  to  de  ofiicier  j  and  now  you  want 
to  be  with  the  gentleman  again. 

Rofa.  You’re  not  much  out  there. 

Lap.  Oh,  you  be  von  fly  coquin. 

Rofa.  It  lord  Winlove  and  rny  brother  fhould 
meet,  I  dread  the  confequences.  [a fide') 

Lap.  fui bo  has  been  looking  after  Henry)  De  capitaine 
is  fife,  dcre  is  no  danger  {afide)  he  is  making  love 
to  another  lady.  Let  a  me  revenge  his  flighted  vows 
—Oh  !  her  (kin  is  fmooth  as  Engliili  broad  cloth, 
folt  as  Genoa  velvet  !  and  her  eyes  are  as  bright  as 
de  polifh  of  de  Birmingham  button.  Oh  !  file’s  a 
pattern  for  a  taileur’s  wife  ! 

Rofa.  It  certainly  will  be  the  bell  way  to  fee  lord 

Winlove, 
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Vv  inlove,  notwithflanding  the  impertinence  of  this 
fellow. — Well,  fir,  fhall  we  go  to  your  houfe  ? 

Lap.  My  houfe  ! — Yes,  I  fee  Hie  loves  me  ;  and  I 
adore  the  dimples  of  her  pretty  chin. 


AIR  XI. 

Love  does  fo  run  in  my  head , 
Devil  a  flitch  can  1  do  ; 
From  my  jump  out  of  my  hedf 
Fill  my  jump  in  it  vid  you. 
Oh  ! 

Sweet 

Pet 

Liver  once  cold  as  a  cucumber. 
Heigho  ! 

Go, 

Get  awayy  littel  Nannette. 


Welcome ,  my  bofom ,  a  new  comer , 

Who  like  me  loves  you  ?  ohy  not  a  man  ! 

My  handkerchief  ’,  was  1  a  great  Ot toman , 
Drops  at  your  pretty  toe. 

Sweet  Hen ,  in  your  beauties ,  Fll  fun  me , 

Your  twinkles  and  dimples  have  won  mey 
Den  vink  and J'mile  pretty  upon  me. 

Your  game  cock  den  vil  I  crow. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE,  a  Grove. 

■  Enter  Henry  and  Celia. 

Henry.  Charming  woman  !  From  the  minute  I 
firit  law  you  at  the  opera  houfe  to  this  inftant,  I  have 
not  had  a  moment’s  happinefs. 

Celia .  Oh  then,  you  think  this  a  happy  moment. 
I  congratulate  your  good  fortune,  and  leave  you  to 
*the  enjoyment  of  it  {going.) 


Henry. 


36  FONTAINBLEAU;  OR, 

Henry.  Don’t  leave  me.  Permit  me  to  follow. 
I’m  a  captive  bound  in  your  chains. 

Celia.  And  fo,  my  captive  would  make  his  con¬ 
queror  a  prifoner  of  war  ? 

Henry.  Thus  then,  1  kifs  the  chains,  and  thus  a- 
dore —  {kneeling.) 

Celia.  Oh,  have  a  care,  ..captain,  you’ll  foil  your 
regimentals. 

Henry.  Charming  woman  !  I’m  enchanted  !  char¬ 
med  with  your  vivacity  ! 

Celia.  Was  you  never  fo  enchanted,  or  charmed 
before,  as  you  call  it  ? 

Henry.  Enchanted  and  charmed,  but  never  loved. 
A  I  R  XII. 

Through  circling  fleets  I  freely  rove , 

And  think  my  pajfion  true , 

But  every  charm  that  man  can  love. 

Sweet  love,  1  fnd  in  you. 

1  will  not  boajl  with  foie  pride , 

That  Fve  a  heart  of  fone  ; 

That  1  have  often  gaz  d  and  figh'd. 

To  you  1  frankly  own. 

For  circling  fweets,  &c. 

That  beauty  bears  a  gentle  mind , 

The  fource  of  every  joy. 

Is  now  the  hope  Iwijh  to  find. 

Then  don't  that  hope  defiroy. 

For  circling  fweets,  type. 

For  f  nee  that  each  external  grace 
Is  by  my  fair  pofefs'd, 

In  piiy  let  her  mind  keep  pace. 

And  make  her  lover  blefi . 

For  circling  fweets,  &c. 


Celia. 
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Celia.  If  you  ate  ferious,  pray  walk  it  off  that 
way,  and  I’ll  walk  this.  But  if  you  really  mean  to 
meet  in  the  field  again,  I’ll  fend  you  a  challenge  by 
my  brother. 

Henry.  Your  brother  ! 

Celia.  Yes,  and  then,  in  refpeft  of  what  you  men¬ 
tioned,  I — but  no  i  you’re  conceited  enough  already. 

A  I  R  XIII, 

No  burry  I'm  in  to  be  married, 

But  if  it's  the  twill  of  my  brother, 

I'd  much  rather  fay  ; 

Tet  fnce  in  the  way, 

I  as  well  may  have  you  as  another . 

A  f  range  cufom  this  to  be  married, 

Though  follow'd  by  father  and  mother , 

EThe  grave  and  the  gay ;  - 
But  fnce  in  the  way, 

I  as  well  may  have  you  as  another. 

A  prude  though  Jhe  long  to  be  married. 
Endeavours  her  wijhes  to  j mother • 

F d  give  you  her  nay  ; 

But  fnce  in  the  way, 

1  as  well  may  have  you  as  another .  [Exit. 

Henry.  Charming  Celia! — Oh,  here  comes  Sir 
Shenkin  ap  Griffin.  As  her  brother  is  one  of  the 
turf,  I  ll  juft  ftop  and  afk  if  he  knows  her  j  and  then 
for  my  filter  Rofa. 

Enter  Sir  Shenkin  and  Groom. 

Sir  Shenkin  [entering).  Give  Winney  a  horn  of  milk, 
and  let  her  here  be  crowned  with  mifletoe,  and  let 
Jones  play  the  harp  before  her,  that  every  true  Priton 
may  rejoice  at  Winney’s  victories.  [Exit  Groom. 

D  Henry. 
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Henry.  Your  fervant,  Sir  Shenkin.  You  faw  that 
handfome  lady  that  parted  from  me  juft  now  ?  Is  not 
/lie  very  handfome  ? 

Sir  Shenkin.  Yes  ;  ftie  is  handfome,  like  me. 

Henry.  I  {hall  fhortly  call  her  mine. 

Sir  Shenkin.  The  tevil  you  ftiall  ! 

Henry.  The  chief  obftacle  to  our  union  is  her 
thick-headed  brother.  Perhaps  you  may  know  him. 
He’s  one  of  the  turf,  and  has  not  an  idea  in  his  head 
beyond  a  cock  or  a  horfe.  But  no  matter  for  that ; 
I’ll  have  her. 

Sir  Shenkin.  Perhaps  not.  How  dare  you  talk  ol 
my  thick  head  ?  For  fifty  pounds,  I  have  as  many 
itea's  in  my  head  as  you. 

Henry.  Here’s  a  blunder  !  her  brother  ! 

Sir  Shenkin,  Yes,  {lie  is  my  filler ;  and  that's 
your  ftiare  of  her  {/napping  his  fingers )  fo  my  head 
may  be  afh,  or  oak,  look  you,  or  elm,  or  mahogany, 
or  any  wood  you  pleafe. 

Henry.  But,  Sir  Shenkin,  hear  me. 

Sir  Shenkin.  Hold! — I’ve  thought  of  a  way. 
This  may  turn  to  my  advantage.  ( afde ) — Colonel 
Epaulette  is  a  fhentleman.  He’s  tefcended  in  a 
ftraight  line  from  king  Pippin  the  creat;  but  though 
a  prince  in  politics,  in  affairs  of  jockey fhip,  he’s  no 
more  than  an  afs.  Look  you,  my  Winney  is  to  run 
his  Joan  of  Arc  to-morrow.  Do  you  lay  all  the  bets 
you  can  againft  her  ;  for  look  you  {lie  fhall  lofe,  that 
is,  my  jockey  ftiall  lame  her.  I’ll  pay  forfeit,  and 
after  the  race  we’ll  meet  and  ftiare  the  cafli  like  ho¬ 
ned  fellows. 

Henry .  Sir  Shenkin,  honefty,  generofity  and  pure 
fincerity  of  heart  have  ever  been  the  chara&eriftics  of 
your  country  ;  but  1  find  the  pernicious  practice  of 
gaming  is  a  decoy  fufticient  to  feduce  the  honour 
even  of  a  Welchman. 
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Sir  Shenkin.  It  may  be  fo  j  but  it’s  very  good  turf 
honour  for  all  that. 

Henry.  Then  on  or  off  the  turf,  I  mud  beg  leave 
not  to  be  a  fcoundrel. 

Sir  Shenkin  Why  then,  give  over  all  thoughts  of 
my  filler ;  don’t  look  at  her  I  have  heard  of  your 
fighting  a  lord  for  your  filler  ;  fo  take  care  of  me. 
Piilol  pullets  are  not  cherry-don  es,  and  {harp  fwords 
are  not  green  leeks. 

Henry.  I  muff  feem  to  comply,  or  lofe  all  hopes  of 
Celia.  Vve  thought  of  it,  and  I  will  punifh  him  ( afule ). 
>— Sir  Shenkin,  upon  fecond  thoughts  I’ll  join  you  in 
this  roguery. 

Sir  Shenkin.  Will  you  ?  then  you  are  a  damn’d 
honed  fellow.  So  come  along  ;  my  filler’s  your  own, 
and  die  fhall  tell  you  fo  this  minute.  I’ll  leave  you 
with  her;  and  then  for  my  own  affair  with  mils 
Pull.*— Plefs  her  foul  !  how  full  of  pufinefs  her  is ! 
what  with  marriage  matches  and  dang  matches— 

•  Come  along,  [Exeunt.- 

Enter  Sir  John  Bull. 

Sir  John,  Deviiifh  lucky  I  happened  to  meet  with 
this  Englilh  hotel  :  The  mounilieers  would  have 
poifoned  me  elfe.  My  wife  and  daughter  are  making 
mademoifelles  of  themfelves  to  pay  a  vifit  to  tins 
colonel  Epaulette.- — Oh  !  here  they  come. 

Enter  Lady  and  Mifs  Bull. 

Mademoifelle  a  la  mode  de  Paris. — Hollo!  George? 

Lady  B.  What’s  the  meaning  of  all  this  noiie. 
Sir  John  ? 

Sir  John.  Here,  George,  get  me  a  pipe. 

Lady  B.  A  pipe  !  What,  do  you  think  you’re  at 
Dobney’s  bowling-green  ? 

Dolly.  Papa  confider  you  are  now  at  Fontainbleau, 
the  very  feat  cf  elegance  and  fafhion. 
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Sir  John.  Mrs.  Cafey,  get  me  a  ledger,  and  tan¬ 
kard  of  porter. 

Lady  B.  Fie,  Sir  John. — There  now,  he’s  at 
Callaway’s  coffee-houte.  Sir  John,  do  behave  your- 
felf.  You’re  not  now  at  Margate,  raffling  for  toys. 

Dolly.  No,  nor  dancing  with  your  boots  on  at 
Dandelion,  papa. 

Lady  B.  Do,  get  a  little  into  the  a  la  mode  de 
Paris,  I’ve  fent  for  a  French  tailor  to  make  you  a  fuit 
of  cloaths,  that  you  may  appear  a  little  gay.  The 
colonel  may  introduce  us  to  the  prince  ;  but  how 
would  the  prince  be  Blocked  at  your  appearance  ! 

Sir  John.  I  don’t  think  my  appearance  quire  fo 
Blocking.  No,  my  lady  Bull.  I  think  a  Britifli 
aldermen  may  (land  before  the  fit  ft  potentate  in 
Chriftendom  without  Blocking  him. 

A  I  R  XIV. 

I'm  here  in  France  ;  the  more  fool  I 
Fo  quit  my  beef  and  pudding  j 

At  ton  and  tajie  you  all  will  cry. 

Oh  yes,  John  Bull's  a  good  'an. 

In  air  or  drefs  no  tranjell'd  mac 
Of  joint  JhalL  put  my  nofe  out , 

At  fhrug  and  grin  T<ve  got  the  knacky 
And  fee  I  turn  my  toes  out. 

'Toll,  hi,  hi,  TTc. 

Gadzooks  !  fo  fne  my f elf  Til  rig , 

That  nobody  fjall  know  me  ; 

My  finning  pate  Til  flraight  unwig , 

In  ft  Ik  mounfheer  fall  fow  me. 

My  arm  fhall  fqueeze  a  chapeau  bras , 

No  more  Til  block  my  beanser  ; 

Til  fare  and  cock  my  opera  glafs. 

And  ji rut  fo  monflrous  denser. 

Toll ,  hi,  hi,  lAc. 

I'll 
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Til  take  a  lady  to  the  ball. 

And  left  that  I  jbould  Jbock  her , 

"My  head  Yll  puff  with  Marefchal, 

And  to  my  back  a  knocker. 

To  make  my  jifl  appear  a  hand. 

Til  draw  on  gloves  of  chicken , 

While  the  cajjino  plays  the  band , 

And  cotillons  were  kicking. 

Toll ,  lol,  lol,  &c. 

Enter  Servant. 

Servant.  Mr.  Lackland,  fir,  defires  to  be  admitted. 

Sir  John.  Ay,  fhew  the  poor  fellow  up.  [Exit  Serv. 

Lady  B.  There’s  a  pretty  fellow  indeed  !  And  you. 
Sir  John,  to  come  to  France,  to  get  acquainted  with 
your  countrymen — and  fuch  fliabby  ■■  ■  ■  ■■■ 

Enter  Lackland. 

Sir  John.  Shabby !  eh  1  does  that  look  like  fhabby  ? 
— What,  you’ve  recoveied  the  arables  again,  or  have 
you  met  with  another  fool  from  Throgmorton-ftreet? 

Lack..  Do,  be  quiet,  Bull. —  Ladies,  your  mod 
obedient.  Don’t  let  my  appearance  difconcert  any 
body.  I  am  juft  come  from  my  friend  Colonel 
Epaulette.  He  begged  I  would  give  his  compli¬ 
ments,  and  he’ll  wait  on  you  prefently. — That’s 
a  monftrous  fine  girl,  Bull. 

Sir  John.  Who,  Doll?  She’s  a  damn’d  fine  girl. 
Ay,  and  I  fhall  give  fourfcore  thoufand  pounds  with 
Doll. 

Lack.  Fourfcore  thoufand  ! — a  good  hint.  Oh 
yes,  I’ll  marry  Doll ;  but  then  that  curfed  mechanic— 

Lady  B.  Summons  the  graces,  my  dear. 

Dolly.  Oh  dear  I  the  powder’s  all  gone.  What 

D  3  fhall 
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/Kali  I  do  ?  I  with  I  could  get  a  barber  to  titivate  me 
up  a  little. 

Lack.  Pray,  Bull,  did  not  you  keep  a  /hop  once  ? 

Sir  John.  Ay,  fifteen  years ;  the  Grafshopper  upon 
Gat  lick-hill 

Lack.  Garlick-hill !  And  perhaps  you  fold  raifins  ? 

Sir  John.  Raifins  !  ay,  and  figs  too. 

Lack.  Pho  !— Figs! — Yes,  I’ll  marry  her,  though 
/lie’s  a  dowdy,  and  her  father  a  feller  of  figs.— Do, 
fit  down,  Bull.  ( Pulling  him  back.) 

Sir  John.  Sit  down  !  No,  I  won’t. 

Lack.  Mils — mifs — you’re  handfome,  and— 

Dolly.  Lord  !  1  like  him  monftroufiy. 

Lack.  No— I  believe  I  had  beft  fpeak  firft  of  all  to 
the  mother.  Know — 

Sir  John.  Why,  do  you  know — 

Lack.  Prythee,  be  quiet,  Bull. — Madam,  you’re 
monllroufiy  well  dreffed.  It  would  be  difficult  to 
fay,  whether  the  perfon  ornaments  the  drefs,  or  the 
drefs  the  perfon. — This  lady  {to  Dolly)  is  the  pidture 
of  true  Englifii  liberty  ;  and  you  are  from  top  to  toe 
the  madame  Ninon  of  France. 

Sir  John.  Dan-na-non !— ' The  fellow  fpeaks  French 
too. 

Lack,  {to  mifs.)  Madam,  may  I  hope  to  have  the 
honour  of  your  hand  at  the  ball  ? 

Dolly.  Yes,  if  you  pleafe,  fir,  with  all  my  heart. 

Str  John.  Yes!  Why,  have  not  you  promifed  Sir 
Shenkin  ap  Griffin  ? 

Dolly.  Yes;  but  I  did  not  know  this  gentleman 
then. 

Lady  B.  Mifs,  don’t  you  remember  I’ve  promifed 
you  Colonel  Epaulette  filial  1  dance  with  you  ?  You 
fhould  not  be  lo  forward  with  your  yes. 

Dolly.  But  perhaps  the  Colonel  may  not  like  me, 
er  I  may  not  like  the  Colonel. 
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Lack.  Confider,  madam,  if  you  had  never  faid  yes, 
this  beautiful  creature  had  never  been  the  exa^t  re- 
femblance  of  her  accomplifhed  mother. 

LadyB.  Oh,  dear  fir  ! — Lord!  he’s  vaftly  well  bred. 

Sir  John.  Eh!  why,  what  the  devil!— -If  Sir 
Shenkin  comes  fhew  him  up  immediately. 

Lady  B.  Shew  him  up!  Shew  him  out  of  the  houfe. 

Enter  Sir  Shenkin. 

Six  John.  T  have  been  fighting  your  battles.  I  am 
glad  you  are  come,  or  faith  !  you  might  have  loft 
Doll. 

Sir  Shenkin.  Oh  yes,  I  fee  if  the  grey  mare  is  the 
better  horfe,  I  fliall  lofe  the  field. 

Lack.  Madam  {to  mifs)  will  you  do  me  the  honour 
©f  your  lilly  hand  ?  [<SVr  John  takes  her  a*ivay. 

Sir  Shenkin.  Look  you,  Mr.  Lackland,  her  hand  . 
may  be  lilly,  or  tulip,  or  daffidowndilly,  you’ve  no 
pufinefs  with  it. 

Lack.  Do  you  know  who  you  are  talking  to  ? — 
Come,  madam — If  you  infult  me,  you  know  I  won’t 
take  it  (feeling  in  his  pocket).  Do,  Bull,  ftep  and 
fetch  my  fnuff-box  out  of  the  parlour. — Sir  Shenkin, 
if  you  mean  to  infult,  you  fliall  go  out  with  me. 

[Exeunt  Lackland  and  Lady  Bull. 

Sir  Shenkin.  Mr.  Lackland,  my  Lady  Bull  will  go 
«ut  with  you. 

Sir  John.  An  impudent  dog,  to  fend  me  for  his 
fnuff-box  ! — Go  out !—  Pray,  is  not  that  one  of  your 
fighting  phrafes  ? 

Sir  Shenkin.  Yes ;  he’s  fery  fond  of  it :  And  fome- 
times  ’tis  meat  and  drinks  to  him.  With  a  pair  of 
piftols  he  muft  be  fery  pretty  company  in  a  little 
loom. 

Dolly.  Yes,  he  rauft  be  excellent  company  in  a 
little  room. 
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Sir  John.  I  don’t  know  where  you  have  been  ; 
but  if  you  mean  to  marry  Doll,  you  muft  look  about 
you,  my  boy  [patting  Sir  Shenkin  s  back). 

Dolly.  Ay,  that  you  inuft,  my  boy. 

Sir  John .  Sir  Shenkin,  give  me  your  hand.  I’m 
fo  plea  fed  at  vour  winning  the  race,  that  if  I  had 
fifty  daughters,  you  ihould  have  them  all,  though 
they  had  a  plum  a  piece. 

Sir  Shenkin.  Thank  you,  Sir  John.- — But  that’s 
true — Look  you,  [taking  his  pocket  book  out)  you  owe 
me  fifty  pounds. 

Sir  John.  Me  ! 

Sir  Shenkin.  Yes,  fifty  pounds  that  you  loft. 

Sir  John.  Loft  !  I  had  a  fifty  pound  note  this 
morning.  I  hope  I  have  not  loft  it  out  of  my  book. 
—  Oh  no  ;  there  it  is ;  it’s  fafe. 

Sir  Shenkin.  Then  you  may  as  well  give  it  me. 

Sir  John.  Give  it  you  !  for  what  ? 

Sir  Shenkin.  Pecaufe  you  do  owe  it  me. 

Sir  John.  Me  !  no  ;  that’s  too  bad.  1  never  bor¬ 
rowed  fifty  pence  of  you  in  my  life. 

Sir  Shenkin.  Pho  !  pho  !  You  laid  me  fifty  pounds 
on  the  race,  and  did  lofe. 

Sir  John.  I  remember  I  faid  I  thought  the  brown 
horfe  run  the  fafteft. 

Sir  Shenkin.  You  laid  me  fifty  pounds  on  my 
YVinney,  and  Joan  of  Arc  did  peat  her. 

Sir  John.  Who  I  ! 

Sir  Shenkin.  Yes.  When  I  faid  fine  would  lofe, 
you  faid  a  done  ;  and  tone  and  tone  is  pet. 

Sir  "John.  P/ha!  pfha  !  Damn  your  Winney  !  I 
never  laid - 

Sir  Shenkin.  I  fay,  cot  plefs  her — why  do  you 
tarn  my  Winney  ?  The  bifhop  of  Bangor,  look  you, 
durft  not  tam  my  Winney. 
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Sir  John.  Hold  your  tongue  ! 

Sir  Shenlin.  Then  why  do  you  tarn  my  Winney  ? 
Look  you,  Sir  John,  you  laid  me  fifty  pounds  that  my 
mare  was  the  winning  horle  ;  and  I  always  make  it  a 
rule  to  pay  and  receive  all  my  tebts  of  honour. 

Sir  John.  Honour  !  fie,  fie  ! — What,  do  you  think 
I  11  give  you  fifty  pounds,  becaufe  one  horie  thrufts 
his  nofe  farther  than  t’other  ? 

Dolly.  Lord  !  give  him  fifty  pound,  pappa. 

Sir  John.  Doll,  that  fellow’s  a  rogue. 

Sir  Shenlin.  Rogueries  and  honefty’s  are  incom- 
pataples.  And  look  you,  I’ll  pring  you  down,  though 
you  were  pig  pold  eagle  upon  the  top  of  Snowdon. 

Sir  John.  There!  he  calls  your  father  a  bald' 
eagle. 

Sir  Shenlin.  Sir  John,  you’re  to  be  my  father  ;  and 
look  you,  I  will  refer  it  to  the  jockey  club,  and  then, 
if  you  don’t  pay  me,  I’ll  poll  you  at  TatterfalPs. 

Sir  John.  Eh  !  there’s  your  fifty  pound. — Come 
here,  Doll.  That’s  a  rogue.— -There,  Sir  Shenkin, 
by  gaining  fifty  pounds,  you  have  loft  my  daughter 
and  forefcore  thoufand.  So,  your  fervant,  Sir  Shenkin. 
— Poft  me  at  Tatterfall’s  ! — There  now,  you  may 
poll  that  at  TatterfalPs. 

[Exeunt  Sir  John  and  Dolly. 

Sir  Shenkin.  The  peard  of  a  leek  and  the  peard 
of  a  goat  for  you  !  ( hums  a  tune )  a‘ pretty  commence  f 
— Plels  my  foul !  how  hot  it  is  ! 

Enter  Mijs  Dolly. 

Dolly.  Sir  Shenkin,  I  have  run  away  from  the  old 
fogrum. 

Sir  Shenkin.  Old  fogrum  !  a  pretty  name  that  to 
give  a  father  !  I've  a  great  mind  to  run  away  with 
mils  Toll,  to  be  revenged  on  old  fogrum.  It  will 
be  pretty  retaliations. 

Dolly . 
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Dolly.  Lord  then  !  what  fignifies  talking  about 
him  ?  Why  don’t  you  run  away  with  ine  at  once  ? 

Sir  Shenkin.  I’m  going  to  colonel  Epaulette’s.  His 
houfe  is  near  the  cattle.  Meet  me  there,  look  you, 
in  half  an  hour;  and  then  bis  chaplain  fhall  make  us  - 
two  patchelors  one  married  couple. 

Dolly.  Indeed,  I  won’t  be  married  here  though  ; 
for  I’ve  been  told  that  the  parfons  are  ail  popes. 

Sir  Shenkin.  You’ll  find  an  honed  fellow  in  father 
Bluebottle,  as  he  calls  himfelf.  Put  however,  if 
you  to? n’t  like  it.  I’ll  run  away  with  you  to 
Chychwechlyn  ;  and  on  the  morning  of  our  marriage 
we  dial!  have  all  our  friends  and  neighbours  under 
our  windows  to  fing  us  merry  mifcellanies  and 
epithalamiums  of  mufic ;  and  there’ll  be  the  oboe, 
the  drum,  the  trumpet,  the  marrowpones  and 
cleafers,  and  pelt  of  all,  the  harp. 

A  I  R  XV. 

1 The  morning  we're  married ,  how  funny  and  jolly, 
The  prtdegtoom  Sir  Shenkin ,  the  pride  Lady  Tolly  / 
When  rous'd  by  fweet  clamour  we  open  our  peepers , 
And  Phoebus  faluie  in  our  night  gowns  and  jlippers ; 
Then  under  our  windows  mujicians  all  come , 

Play  fit  tie.  fweet  hautboy ,  (harp fiagelet.  drum. 

But  till  the  harp's  melodious  t ingle , 

All  is  puff*  rattle ,  fqueak  and  jingle. 

The  cymbals  they  grind ,  and  the  haffes  they  grumble t 
Pianos  and  fortes ,  a  delicate  jumble. 

All  joy  to  your  honors.  See.  fee  how  they  flock , 
IVhilfi  cleaver  and  marrowpone  go  nick  y  knock , 

T antivy  the  horn,  tantara  the  trumpet 
Sound,  found — while  we  f wallow  our  coffee  and 
trumpet. 

But  till ,  &c. 
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ACT  III. 

/ 

SCENE  I. 

Enter  ijl  Winter  from  Mrs.  Cafey’*  Houfe y  meeting 

2 d  Waiter. 


I ji  Wait.  15 OB,  why  do  you  go  about  fo  with 
your  hands  in  your  pocket,  when  you  know  the 
houfe  is  fo  full  of  company  ? 

2ii  Waiter.  Why,  nhftrefs  lent  me  for  captain  Huff, 
to  fee  if  he  can  bully  this  Lackland  out  of  the  houfe. 

[Exit. 

i  ft  Waiter.  Bully  him  out!— Faith!  the  captain’s 
whole  regiment  would  not  do  it.  [Exit. 

Enter  Mrs.  Cafey. 

CaJ'ey.  Upon  my  foul,  my  friend  {hall  do  it.  In¬ 
deed,  an  he’ll  bully  this  Lackland  out  of  the  houfe. 
Faith  !  he  fhall  be  oufted. 

Enter  Lackland. 

lackland.  You  impertinent  fcoundrels,  no  atten¬ 
dance  !  —  Pray,  Mrs.  Cafey,  why  don’t  you  turn 
thefe  fellows  off,  and  get  civiler  waiters  ? 

Cafey.  Civiler  waiters  !  Upon  my  confcience,  the 
lads  are  civil  enough.  Why  don’t  you  pay  your 
fcore,  and  get  out  of  my  houfe,  fpunging  upon  my 
left  cuftomers.  and  (butting  about  in  their  old  cloaths 

like 
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like  a  Bafhaw.  There  you  are  fairly  copied  do  we 
feven  pages,  and  not  a  penny  of  money. 

Lack.  I’m  the  bell  cuftomer  you  have.  There  is 
not  a  table  in  your  houfe,  on  which  1  have  not  left  the 
mark  of  a  dice  box.  Is  there  a  morning  I  don’t  or¬ 
der  a  Sandwich,  or  a  day  I  don’t  drink  my  four  bot¬ 
tles  after  dinner  ? 

Cafey.  A  how  many  do  you  pay  for  ? 

Lack.  Well,  that’s  my  affair,  not  yours. 

Cafey.  Here,  Bob,  bring  Mr.  Lackland  his  bill. 
It  lies  in  the  bar. 

Waiter.  Bill  !  what  is  the  tide  turned  ?  Here, 
chamberlain,  oftler,  waiter  !  [Exit. 

Lack.  Have  you  a  man  comes  to  your  houfe,  that 
calls  about  them  like  me,  except  my  friends  ?  When 
I’m  gone,  yo’ll  have  no  more  carriages  and  coronets 
calling  at  your  door.  If  I  leave  you,  your  houfe 
will  be  ruined. 

( The  Waiter  gives  the  hill  to  Mrs.  Cajey — Servants 

enter.) 

Cafey.  My  houfe  will  be  ruined  indeed,  if  I  have 
not  money  to  pay  my  wine-merchant.  Why  don’t 
you  take  up  a  brown  mufket,  or  the  end  of  a  fedan 
chair  !  inftead  of  which,  you  ftrut  about  like  a  lord, 
and  give  yourfelf  airs  like  a  lord,  and  drink  like  a 
lord,  and  fwear  like  a  lord,  ay  and — here’s  your  bill, 
and  I  dare  fay,  you’ll  pay  it  like  a  lord. 

Lack.  Perhaps  I  may.  What  do  you  give  me  your 
curfed  long  pieces  of  paper  for  ?  Do  you  think  a  gen¬ 
tleman  has  got  nothing  elie  to  do  but  to  lug  about 
great  lumps  of  damn’d  heavy  gold  in  his  pocket,  to 
pay  you  fuch  ugly,  long,  curfed  bills  as  thefe  ( tearing 
them)  when  Bob  and  you  think  proper  to  thruft  them 
into  his  hands  ? — Here,  you  rafcals,  get  my  baggage, 
and  fend  it  to  the  lilly. 

Cafey. 


OUR  WAY  IN  FRANCE. 


49 

Cafey.  D’ye  hear  ?  Carry  it  upon  a  china  plate, 
for  ’tis  a  nice  affair. 

IVi liter.  Your  honour  will  remember  the  waiter. 

Cook.  The  cook,  your  honour. 

Cham.  I  am  de  chamberlain. 

Boy.  And  de  jack  a  de  boots  your  honour. 

Lack .  Get  out,  you  rafeal !  I’ve  no  boots. 

[Drives  them  off,  and  exit . 

Cafey.  See  how  I’m  ufed,  becaufe  I’m  a  lone  wo¬ 
man.  Why  don’t  I  marry  ! — Oh  !  I  wifh  I  had  a  bit 
of  a  man  for  your  fake  [looking  after  Lackland.)  Ahl 
it  was  not  always  thus. 

A  I  R  XVI. 

Kilkenny  is  a  handfome  place 
As  any  town  in  Shamrock  fire  * 

There  firft  1  Jaw  my  Jemmy's  face, 

There  Jemmy  firji  beheld  his  dear  : 

My  love  he  was  a  bajhful  hoy , 

And  1  a  fimple  girl  to  fee  ; 

Yet  I  was  jemmy's  only  joy. 

And  Jemmy  was  the  lad  fer  me. 

But  Dublin  city  bore  the  bell 

In  freets  and  fquares ,  and  houfes  fine  j 
Oh  !  there  young  Dick  his  love  could  tell , 
And  there  I  told  young  Dickey  mine  ; 

For  Dick  he  was  a  roving  blade. 

And  I  was  hearty ,  wild  and  free  • 

Fie  lov'd,  and  1  his  love  repaid , 

Then  Dickey  was  the  lad  for  me  ! 

When  Dover  flrand  my  happy  lot. 

And  William  there  my  love  did  crown  j 
Young  Dick  and  Jemmy  1  forgot, 

Kilkenny  fair }  and  Dublin  tovon  : 

E  For 
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For  William  was  a  gentle  youth , 

F 00  bajhfuly  nor  too  bold  was  he ; 

He  Jaid  he  lov'd,  and  told  me  tiuth , 
dnd  William  was  the  lad  for  me. 

(Exit. 

Enter  Lackland. 

Lack.  No  getting  on  this  way.  The  road  !  take 
a  purfe— No,  I  never  thought  feiioufly  of  that.  No, 
marriage — Mifs  Bull  is  to  be  had— Gai lick  hi! h 
Oh  !  but  even  that  requires  a  fmall  fum,  and  Lve 
nothing  to  fet  about  it  with.  I  think  Henry  would 
afhft  me  with  a  trifle,  bad  as  his  finances  may  be. 
But  where  to  find  him— He’s  fkulking  about  the 
town,  thinking  lie  has  killed  lord  Winlove,  a  man, 
whom  not  an  hour  ago  I  faw  alive  and  well.  Mai- 

riage  then  is  my  dernier  re  fort. 

Lap.  (without)  Tell  Sir  John  Bull  I’ll  wait  o* 

him  prefently. 


Enter  Lapoche. 

Lap.  Monfieur  Lackland,  I  am  angry—I  am  en- 

ragee - 

Lack,  (fnappijhly)  Well  !  what  about  ? 

Lap.  ( Jiartiv.g )  What  about  !  I  am  not  afraid,  fir. 

De  fine  lodger  that  you  did  recommend - 

Lack.  What!  he  has  taken  Fiench  leave  I  fuppofe! 
Lap.  I  would  take  leave  to  put  him  into  Fiench 
pi iion  if  I, could  find  him. 

Lack.  Eh  !  a  thought  flrikes  that  may  raife  the 
fupplies,  and  put  a  rew  guineas  into  my  pocket. — Ay, 
Lapoche,  this  fine  officer,  as  we  thought  him,  is  no 
other  than  an  importer  efcaped  from  England  in 
woman’s  deaths. 
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Lap.  In  woman’s  cloaths  !  Nothing  but  impoftors. 
The  nun  I  have  in  my  houfe  e leaped  from  the  con¬ 
vent  of  Villeneuve  in  boy’s  cloaths. — In  woman’s 
cloaths  !  Ah  den,  if  de  captain  is  in  woman’s  cloaths, 
it  is  the  nun  that  is  in  boots. 

Lack.  In  boots  !  Why  what  the  devil  is  he  at  now'! 
— No,  no,  you’re— But  why  the  devil  iliould  I  un¬ 
deceive  him  ? — You’re  right,  my  little  Lapoche  ; 
they’re  both  impoftors. 

Lop.  And  why  did  a  you  not  tell  me  a  fo  before  •? 

Lack.  Why,  I  knew  you’d  find  it  out,  you  faga- 
cious  monkey !  But  what  will  you  promife  me  ir  I 
put  you  into  the  way  to  get  an  hundred  guineas? 

Lap.  Oh  !  I’ll  promife  every  thing. 

Lack  Why  then,  you  mull  know — come  here — 
this  officer  ( locking  round)  is  no  other  than  a  lellow 
efcaped  from  England  for  lhooting  a  lord. 

Lap.  Shoot  a  lord  !  Oh  de  profligate  ! 

Lack.  And  there  s  a  hundred  guineas  reward  on 
his  head,  that’s  all. 

Lap.  Oh !  dis  is  lucky.  De  fly  coquin  !  Why 
you  not  tell  a  me  dis  before  ? 

Lack.  Now  I  have  told  you,  what  will  you  give 
me  for  my  intelligence  ? 

Lap.  I  vill  give  a  you  fifty  tanks  ven  I  do  get  de 
money. 

Lack,  Thanks  !  Is  that  all  ?  Have  you  got  any 
cafh  about  you  ?  Come,  come,  let  me  touch  five 
pieces  now. 

Lap.  De  diable  touch  and  take  me  if  I  do  ! 

Lack.  No,  then  you  are  a  fcoundrel ! 

Lap,  Oui.  I  know  I  am  ver  great  fcoundrel,  but 
I  vill  keep  a  my  money  for  all  dat.  Five  Guinea 
indeed!  No,  no,  monlieur  Lackland.  I  know  a  you 
too  well  for  all  that ;  but  I  mufl  find  out  dis  officier, 

E  z  and 
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and  that  to  me  vill  be  de  grand  affaire.  It  vill  get 
*  me - 

Lack,  {a fide)  Yes,  a  good  beating,  and  I  hope 
Henry  will  pay  it  you. — Then  marriage  is  my  Jaft 
card.  So  Mifs  Bull  of  Garlick  hill,  have  at  you  and 
ycur  four-fcore  thouland  pounds.  [Exit. 

Enter  Coachman. 

Coathman.  Is  your  name  Lapoche  ?  If  it  is,  you 
mull  come  direftly  to  Sir  John  Bull,  or  he’il  fend  to 
homebody  elle. 

Lap.  Oh  !  for  de  fuit  of  cloaths.  I  vill  come  di¬ 
rect  — -Blefs  a  me,  I  have  more  bufmefs  than  de 
grand  financier. 

Coachman.  Well  will  you  come  or  no  l 

Lap.  Oui.  Alons,  raonfieur. 

Coachman.  Eh,  what  ? 

Lap.  Dat  is,  go  along,  if  you  pleafe, 

Coachman.  Oh!  is  that  it?  Come  along,  [ExeuM. 

SCENE,  infide  the  Hotel. 

Enter  Colonel  Epaulette,  'with  Waiter. 

Colonel.  You  may  tell  Sir  John  Bull,  and  my  Edy 
Bull,  ai.d  mifs  Bull,  dat  colonel  Epaulette  is  come  to 
va'it  on  dein. 

Waiter.  Yes,  fir.  [Exit. 

C  olonel.  1  fuppofe,  from  vat  I  am  told,  dis  famille 
mu  ft  be  fine  folks ;  but  as  dey  were  recommend 
fioui  my  good  friend  the  duke,  and  as  dey  are  En- 
glifh,  I  vill  drew  dem  every  civility  in  my  power.-— 
Dis  drefs  in  de  Englifh  ftyle  vill  pleafe  a  de  young 
iacy.  I’m  fure  I  am  ver  much  oblige  to  monfieur 
Lackland. 


Enter 
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Enter  Sir  John  and  Coachman. 

Sir  John-  Well,  Robert,  Is  the  taylor  coming  ? 

Coachman.  Yes,  fir  ;  he’s  come. 

Sir  John.  Is  he  ?  Then  I’ll  be  meafured  dire&ly; 
( Exit  Robert.)  for  my  lady  won’t  be  eafy  till  I  get 
a  fuit  of  cloaths  a  la  mode  de  Paris,  as  they  call  it. 
—Oh  !  this  is  the  taylor  I  fuppofe. 

Colonel.  Sir,  your  moft  obedient.  I  prefume,  fir, 
your  name  is  Sir  John  a  de  Bull  ? 

Sir  John.  At  your  fervice,  fir.  Ay,  ay,  this  is  the 
taylor.  Mr.  Lackland  mentioned  you  in  very  higji 
terms. 

Colonel.  I  am  ver  much  oblige  to  Mr.  Lackland  ; 
and,  fir,  I  fhall  be  ver  happy  to  render  you  any  fer¬ 
vice  in  my  power. 

Sir  John.  Very  obliging  truly  !  And  I  fuppofe 
you’ll  expedl  to  be  paid  for  it. 

Colonel.  Sir,  any  obligation  you  do  a  me  in  return 
1  fhall  confider  as  repaying  ;  but  fir,  my  good  friend 
de  duke - 

Sir  John.  His  good  friend  the  duke!  —  Oh!  he 
mud  be  a  very  great  taylor  indeed  !  (a fide.) 

Colonel.  I  have  de  honneur  to  be  ver  dear  to  him. 

Sir  John.  Oh  !  if  you  are  fo  dear  to  your  friends, 
to  be  fure  your  terms  muft  be  very  high  indeed  to 
me.  But  come,  I  can’t  help  it ;  io,  take  out  your 
meafure. 

Colonel.  Meafure  ! 

Sir  John.  Ay,  and  out  with  your  fhears.  Have 
you  brought  your  book  of  patterns  i 

Colonel.  V at  do  you  mean  ?  Book  of  pattern. 

Sir  John.  Oh  f  I  fuppofe  he’s  too  great  a  taylor  t® 
carry  patterns.  (. ajide )  Yes,  juft  that  I  may  fee  your 
colours, 
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Colonel.  Colours !  Ola  ho,  becaufe  I  be  in  de  army 
you  take  a  me  lor  an  enfign  ?  Do  you  fuppoie  1 
carry  de  colour  ? 

Sir  John.  Ay,  I  thought  fo,  too  great  for  that— 
pray  now  how  many  men  may  you  employ  ? 

Colonel.  About  a  toufand. 

Sir  John.  A  thoufand  journeymen  !  a  damn’d 
great  taylor  indeed  {afide). — A  thoufand  men  ! 

Colonel.  Yes,  dat  dere  is  my  regiment. 

Sir  John.  Oil!  what  you  work  for  a  regiment, 
do  you  ? 

Colonel.  Vat  does  he  mean  ?  Sir  John*  I  am  come 
to  vait  upon  de  lady. 

Sir  John.  Oh  !  what  you  do  bufinefs  for  the  ladies 
too  1  Oh  1  you’re  a  great  rogue  ! 

Colonel.  Sir  John,  I  know  that  you  are  privilege 
to  joke  by  the  cuftoni  of  your  country. 

Sir  John .  What  you  want  the  culiom  of  my 
country.  I  can’t  promile  you  that,  but  you  ’Avail 
have  mine. 

Colonel.  And,  fir,  from  de  recommendation  I  have 
had,  1  fhall  be  proud  to  fhew  you  all  de  civility  in 
my  power. 

Sir  John.  Sir,  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you. 
Proceed.  {Buttoning  his  coat  without  looking). 

Colonel.  I  wiih  to  fhew  you  every  refpeft,  and  vill 
introduce  you  to  de  prince - 

Sir  John.  You  introduce  !  introduced  by  a  taylor! 
Ha  !  ha  1  Damme,  that’s  too  much. 

Colonel.  Taylor,  fir  1  I  don’t  know  vat  you  mean  5 
but,  fir,  if  you  vas  not  Englifh,  your  life— -your  life 
lliould  anfwer  this  behaviour. 

Sir  John.  My  life  1  you  need  not  be  fo  hot,  my 
little  taylor. 

Colonel.  I  don’t  know,  fir,  whether  you  are  fool 
by  nature,  or  clown  by  habit.  If  de  fornrer,  you  are 
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beneath  my  notice  :  if  de  latter,  I  will  have  fatistac- 
tion  for  dis  grofs  behaviour  to  colonel  Epaulette. 
But,  fir,  I  vill  inftantly  fpeak  to  my  good  frjend 
Mr.  Lackland  ;  and  den,  fir,  I  vill  be  revenged  for 
this  affront.  [Exit. 

Sir  John.  Colonel  Epaulette!  Oh,  the  devil  !—*■ 
my  Lady  Bull !  my  Lady  Bull ! 

Enter  Lady  Bull. 

My  dear,  here  has  been  the  colonel  here,  and  I 
thought  it  had  been  the  French  taylor  you  fent  for 
to  take  mealure  of  me  j  and  here  has  been  the 
damn’deft  miftake  !— * 

Lady  B.  Miftake  Colonel  Epaulette  for  a  taylor  l 
Oh,  Sir  John,  why  will  you  ever  attempt  to  lpeak  to 
perfons  of  diftindtion  ?  Oh  !  it’s  like  your  blunders, 
to  take  a  man  of  fafhion  for  a  taylor  ! 

Sir  John.  W hy,  they  drefs,  and  fcrape,  and  fhrug 
fo  much  alike,  that  there’s  no  knowing  a  prince  from 
a  pickpocket.  But  I’ll  order  the  chaife,  and  fet  out 
for  Garlick-hill  to-morrow  morning. 

Lady  B.  Then  you  may  go  by  yourfelf,  Sir  John  3 
for  my  part,  it  would  be  monftrous  for  a  perfon  of 
my  figure  and  deportment  to  leave  the  continental 
land  without  an  introduction  to  the  grand  monarch. 
Call  the  colonel  back. 

Sir  John .  Me— damme,  I’d  as  foon  call  his  regi¬ 
ment  as  him.  [Exit. 

Lady  B.  Robin  !  Robin  !«—  [Enter  Coachman 
Defire  that  gentleman  to  walk  up  ftairs. 

Coachman.  Gentleman!  What  the  taylor,  madam  ? 

Lady  B.  Yes ;  the  taylor,  as  your  matter  calls 
him.— •(Exit  Coachman.)— Oh  !  what  a  blundering 
family  !  He  thinks  the  colonel  a  taylor  as  well  as  his 
matter.—  Oh !  here  the  colonel  is. 
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Enter  Lapoche. 

Oh  !  fir,  1  blurb  to  fee  you. 

Lap.  Madam,  I  am  your  mod  obedient,  very 
humble  fervant;  but  I  thought  Sir  John  was  here. 
Lady  B.  Oil  fir!  Sir  John  is  fo  hurt  at  his 


appearance - 

Lap.  Oh  !  dat  does  not  fignify,  madam.  I  vill 
foon  equip  him  to  make  a  better  appearance. 

Lady  B  Sir,  you’re  vafPy  obliging  ;  but,  fir,  this 
miftake  is  all  owing  to  having  contra&ed  fuch  un- 
fafhionabie  habits . 

Lap.  Never  mind,  madam.  I  vill  give  him  de 
habit  mod  lafhionable. 

L.ady  B.  Very  kind  indeed,  fir.  Oh  fir,  I’m  forry 
you  have  had  fuch  a  lots  to-day. 

Lap.  Lofs ! — Oh  yes,  ma’am,  I  have  loft  my 
lodger. 

Lady  B.  Some  friend,  I  fuppofe.  Av,  he’s  too 
genteel  to  mind  his  lofs  of  the  race. — The  running  I 
mean — the  match. 

Lap.  Oh,  yes,  madam,  they  are  run  away  to 
maks  a  de  match  ! 

Lady  B.  Well,  fir,  1  wifh  you  better  fuccefs  with 
your  Joan. 

Lap.  My  Joan  ! 

Lady  B.  And,  fir,  we  were  told  in  Paris,  that  you 
were  very  much  with  the  prince. 

Lap.  Oh  yes,  madam.  I  nmft  lie  a  little. 

Lady  B.  1  am  told  you  are  a  great  man  in  the 
privy  council,  committees,  and  board  of  works. 

Lap.  Board  of  works — flie  means  my  fhop-board. 

Lady  B.  Sir,  I  fhall  efteem  it  a  particular  favour, 
when  it  is  convenient,  if  you  will  be  kind  enough  to 
introduce  us. 

Lap.  Why,  madam,  T  don’t  know  that  I  can  in¬ 
troduce  you  to  de  head  butler. 

Lady 


OUR  WAY  IN  FRANCE.  57 

Lady  B.  Butler !  What  dees  he  fuppofe  that  we 
keep  company  with  fervants  ! — Ay,  from  Sir  John’s 
behaviour  he  thinks  we  are  fit  company  for  nobody 
elfe. 

Enter  Sir  John. 

Sir  John,  I  have  been  making  all  the  apologies  I  can 
for  you  to  the  colonel  there. 

Sir  John.  There  ! — Where  ? 

Lady  B.  There. 

.  Sir  John.  Colonel  there  1  Why  damme,  this  is  the 
real  taylor.  ( The  taylor  takes  out  his  book  of  patterns.) 

Lady  B .  How  !  the  taylor  !  ( turns  about )  Ay,  he 
is  a  taylor  fure  enough. — Arn’t  you  a  drained,  fel¬ 
low  ?  How  dare  you  have  the  impudence  to  pafs  for 
a  colonel  ?  Heigh,  fellow  ! 

Lap.  Mils,  your  mother  would  not  call  me  fo. 

Sir  John .  Her  mother  !  Get  out  ! — 

Lady  B.  Oh  !  my  dear,  don't  be  angry  with  the 
young  man. 

Sir  John.  Get  out  with  your  patterns  (pulls  him 
iff )  my  lady,  1  wonder  you  will  undertake  to  fpeak 
to  perfons  of  diiHn&ion.  Not  know  a  taylor  Bom 
a  man  of  fafhion  ! 

Enter  Coachman. 

Coachman.  Mifs  Doll’s  gone  off,  Sir  John. 

Lady  B.  Where  is  fhe  gone  ? 

Coachman.  Mrs.  Cafey  fays,  die  thinks  to  be  rnar» 
ried  ;  for  fhe  faw  her  in  clofe  confab,  with  Sir  Shenkin. 

Lady  B.  There’s  your  Briton,  Sir  John. 

Sir  John.  But  which  way  is  fhe  die  gone  ? 

Coachman ,  She  went  down  towards  Colonel 
Epaulette’s. 

Sir  John.  There’s  your  Frenchman,  my  lady  !— - 
Come  along  with  me,  Robin.  Oh,  for  an  Englidi 
conftable,  or  a  fearch  warrant*  [Exeunt. 

S>C  E.  N  E,. 


> 


5$  FONTAINBLE  AU;  OR, 

S  C  E  N  E,  a  Room  at  the  Colonel’s. 

Enter  Colonel  and  Mifs  Bull. 

Colonel.  Oh  mils,  I  do  congratulate  royfelf  on  ds 
felicity  of  meeting  you  dusat  home.— -If  I  can  carry 
her  away,  I  fhall  be  even  vid  her  father  for  calling 
me  a  tailleur. 

Dolly.  But  law,  colonel,  how  fhocking  you’re 
d relied  ! 

•Colonel.  Do  you  think  fo  ?  Mr.  Lackland  faid 
’twas  ver  pretty  my  dear.— Oh  !  you  be  von  lovely 
girl  !  howl  do  love  you  !  Pray,  mifs,  was  you  ever 
in  love  ?  , 

Dolly.  Oh  yes. 

Colonel.  Have  a  you  ? 

Dolly.  Only  nine  times.  Let  me  fee.  Three 
times  before  I  was  out  of  my  flips  j  twice  while  l  was 
at  Hackney  boarding*fchool ;  once  with  my  guitar 
mailer  ;  then  with  Frank  Frippery  ;  then  with  Dicky 
Pettitoes.  No,  only  eight ;  for  I  don’t  reckon  the 
handfome  Hay-maker  of  Duck-lane. 

Colonel.  Then  be  in  love  with  me  the  ninth  time  ; 
and  fcamper  off  with  me. 

Dolly,  Scamper  with  you  !  Why  dont  you  a  Ik  fa¬ 
ther’s  confent. 

Colonel.  No,  it  found  a  fo  mean. 

Dolly.  Why,  as  you  fay,  it  does  found  a  little  of 
Bow  Bell.  Well  ;  and  then  it  will  make  a  pure 
no:fe  in  the  papers — the  elopement — the  purfuit— 
the  marriage—  the  making  up— Befldes,  I’m  in  love 
witn  your  vis  a  vis.  So  come  along  ;  I’ll  fcamper 
off  with  you. 

Colonel.  Vel  laid ,  my  little  angel,  come  along. 

Dolly.  Put  hold  —  YY  ill  you  excufe  me  to  Sir 
Shenkin  ap  Griffin  ? 

Color. iL  Fxcule  you  to  Sir  Shenkin !  for  what  ? 

Dolly. 
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Dolly.  Becaute  I  promifed  to  run  away  with  him  ; 
and  I  came  here  to  meet  him. 

Colonel .  Indeed!  but  you  know  I  came  a  de  fir  ft. 

Dolly.  Why  that’s  true.  And  firft  come  firft 
ferved,  as  father  fays  to  his  cuftomers  in  the  fhop 
at  home — Come  along. 

Colonel .  (flops)  Hold,  my  dear,  I  muft  juft  ftep — 

Dolly.  Why  I  thought  you  was  going  to  fcamper 
oft'  with  me. 

Colonel.  I  fhall  foon  be  back—  but  as  I  don’t  know 
what  may  happen,  I  vi!l  juft  order  my  man  to  put  up 
de  powder,  de  pomatum,  and  de  dancing  pump,  [Exit. 

Dolly.  Well  then,  do  make  hafte,  colonel. 

Enter  Sir  Shenkin. 

Sir  Shenkin.  I  have  prought  the  prieft.  He  looks 
as  merry  as  a  pard  and  as  fmart  as  a  truid. 

Dolly.  But  why  did  you  ftay  fo  long  ?  I  have  been 
crying  my  eyes  out. 

Sir  Shenkin.  Ton’t  cry,  my  tear  Wipe  a  your 
eye,  ton’t  weep.— My  dear,  the  chaife  is  ready  for  us, 
and  a  fulky  for  father  Domine. 

Dolly.  But  muft  I  defert  the  colonel  for  you  ? 

Sir  Shenkin.  To  be  fure  you  muft.  But  I  will 
put  on  a  pair  of  jack  boots,  and  trive  you  myfelf, 
for  the  poys  here  are  as  ftuggifh  as  their  horfes. 
They  fmack  their  whips,  and  they  cry  gee  whu  ! 
but  they  are  as  flow  as  fnails,  though  they  gabble 

like  turkey  cocks. 

Dolly.  Well,  but  come  now,  don’t  let  us  wait  far 
the  boots. 

Sir  Shenkin.  I’ll  be  your  poftpoy,  and  trive  you 
to  Chychwechiyn,  and  as  ;you  was  never  married, 
how  telighted  you’ll  be  with  noifes,  and  vifits,  and 

confufions ! 


AIR 
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A  I  R  XVII. 

Tol  loly  de  roly  loly 
My  Tolly ,  my  Tolly 
With  me  ’when  you  canter  to  Wales, 

For  petticoat  'white , 

Buff  breeches  fo  light , 

Away  go  needles  and  flails. 

Toung  Taffy  throws  by  hur  wheels. 

Then  Winney  kicks  up  her  heels , 

With  follow 
And  halloOy 
And  waddle 
And  Jl  raddle. 

So  merry  to  fee  us  come  | 

With  fiddle 
And  diddle , 

In  giggle 
And  wriggle , 

They  gi've  us  a  welcome  home. 

The  joy  fo  great , 

So  noble  we  treat , 

An  oxen  is  roafied  whole  ! 

And  tho ’  on  the  lawn 
,  The  fipiggot  is  drawn 

For  punch,  you  may  fiwim  in  the  bowl  f 
W e  gi've  the  ladies  a  half 
IV e  foot  it  away  in  the  hall . 

With  follow  y  idc. 

Mifs  Howell  fo  nice  y 
And  Lady  ap  Rice, 

.  And  coufin  Sir  E<van  ap  Lloyd, 

Parfion  Montgomery , 

Counfellor  hlummery , 

Ap  Morgan ,  Ap  Williams,  Ap  Floyd. 

O  y  when  the  flocking  is  thrown , 

And  lovee  and  1  alone  ; 

Then  follow,  idc.  [Exit. 

Dolly. 
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Dolly  So,  one  can’t  go  without  dancing  pumps, 
ar.d  the  other  can’t  go  without  jack-boots.  If  any 
of  my  old  Iweethearts  were  to  come  in  now,  I  fliould 
be  inclined  to  give  them  both  the  double. 

Enter  Lackland. 

Lack  So,  at  laft  I’ve  found  her. — Madam,  your 
mod:  obedient.  Well,  it’s  fettled.  I'll  marry  you. 

Dolly.  Marry  me  ! 

Lack.  Yes  ;  but  don’t  let  your  joy  carry  you 
away.  I  faid  1  would. 

Dolly .  Said  !  to  who  ? 

Lack .  To  myfelf.  And  if  a  gentleman  breaks  his 
word  with  himfelf,  who  do  you  think  he’ll  keep  it 
with  r  — You’re  very  handfome,  my  dear,  that  you 
are ;  and  I  would  not  tell  a  lie  for  all  the  women  in 
France. 

Dolly.  Lord  !  what  a  high  notion  of  honour  he 
has  !  and  he  s  a  much  handfomer  man  than  either 
Sir  Shenkin  or  the  Colonel  -—But  my  father  fays, 
that  you  arn’t  worth  any  thing,  that  you’ve  no  eftate. 

Lack.  That’s  a  good  joke  i’faith  !  No  eftate  !  He 
might  as  well  have  faid  I  borrowed  a  guinea  of  him. 

Dolly  I’faith  !  and  now  I  do  think  of  it,  he  did 
lay  fo. 

Lack.  Did  he  indeed  ?  that’s  very  diverting  truly. 
Av,  and  he  might  as  well  have  faid  I  borrowed  thefe 
cloaths. 

Dolly.  That’s  what  I  thought  of  your  fine  cloaths, 
that  you  muft  have  a  great  eftate. 

Lack.  Not  an  acre.  And  to  he  fure  I’ve  no  feat 
in  Herefordfhire — no  parks — no  orchards — 

Dolly.  Orchards  in  HerefordiTiire !  Then  I  dare 
fay  you  make  twenty  Hogflieads  of  Cyder  in  a  year. 

F  Lack. 
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Lack.  Cyder — Oh  !  you  accomplished — Garlick 
Hill — Yes  ;  and  he  might  as  well  have  laid  that  I’ve 
bo  houfe  in  Portman  Square.  Ha  !  ha  ! 

Dolly.  Portman  Square  !  Oh  dear  l — then  I  Shall 
live  in  Portman  Square  ! 

Lack.  Ay,  and  without  a  guinea  in  the  funds,  or 
half  a  crown  in  my  pocket  at  this  moment.  Ha  !  ha  ! 

Dolly.  Ha!  ha!  that’s  »ery  true.  Now  then, 
will  you  anfwer  me  one  queftion  ?  If  you  was  to 
agree  to  run  away  with  me,  would  you  wait  for 
jack  boots  or  dancing  pumps  ? 

Lack.  Jack  boots  and  dancing  pumps !  Not  for 
the  button  of  king  Lewis’s  hat.  You  are  frank  and 
free.  1  love  you  ;  and  thus  I  throw  myfelf  and  all 
my  fortunes  at  your  feet.  Now  if  we  had  but  a 
paifon  and  a  chaife  ! — 

Dolly.  There’s  one  in  the  houfe,  and  t’other  at 
the  door. 

Lack.  Is  there  ?  Then  my  dear — Garlick  Hill — 
come  along.  [Carries  her  off. 

Enter  Colonel  and  Sir  Shenkin. 

Sir  Shenkin.  Now,  madam,  now  I’m  for  you ; 
now  I’m  piftol’d  and  booted. 

Colonel.  Come,  Mil's  a  de  Bull. 

Sir  Shenkin.  Come,  Mifs  Pull,  my  tear. 

Colonel.  Why,  where  is  fhe  gone  ?  {Seeing  each 
other.) 

Sir  Shenkin.  Where  did  you  put  her  ? 

Colonel.  Why,  vat  have  you  done  vid  her  ? 

Sir  Shenkin.  I  did  leave  her  here. 

Colonel.  Veil,  and  I  did  find  her  here. 

Enter  Sir  John  and  Lady  Bull. 

Sir  John.  Where’s  my  child  ?  where’s  Dolly  Bull  ? 
Colonel,  Dat  fellow  in  de  boots  can  tell  you. 

Sir 
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Sir  John.  Come,  come,  none  of  your  Welch  tricks 
upon  me.  Give  me  my  daughter. 

Sir  Sbenkin.  ’Tis  that  devililli  Gaul  hasjgot  her. 
Sir  John.  Ay,  you  wculd  not  give  your  daughter 
to  a  Briton,  and  now  you  fee  file’s  fnapped  up  by 
that  Frenchman.  But  I’ll  CiefTy  and  Agincourt 
you  !  Why,  with  Doll’s  fortune,  I  could  build  a 
man  of  war,  and  batter  your  bread-work.  I’ll  come 
like  the  ghoft  of  Hawke,  and  beat  you  !  I’ll  be  a 
Black  Prince  to  you  ! 

Colonel.  You  are  much  midaken  now,  as  you  vas 
veil  you  took  me  for  a  tailleur.  I  tell  you  that 
poftillion  in  boots  has  dole  her. 

Sir  Sbenkin.  No,  no,  I  fay  ’twas  you. 

Colonel.  I  fay  ’twas  you. 

A  I  R  XVIII. 

Sir  John.  'Twas  you,  fir,  ' twas  you,  Jif  ; 

I'll  thrajh  you  black  and  blue,  fir  ; 

*  Twas  you  that  ft  ole  my  daughter  Doll ; 
'Twas  you ,  fir ,  you • 

Lady  B.  'Tis  true ,  fir,  ’ tis  true,  fir  ; 

But  this  a  front  you  ll  rue ,  fir  ; 

'Twas  you  that  fiole  my  daughter  Doll ; 
'Twas  you,  fir,  you. 

Sir  Sben.  Ob,  Ma'am,  no,  ma'am ,  no,  no,  no,  no,  no, 
ma  am ; 

How  can  pu  wrong  ?ne  fio,  ma'am  ? 

I  did  not  fieal your  daughter  Doll ; 

But  1  know  who. 

» 

Colonel.  No,  fir,  no,  fir  ;  no,  no,  no,  no,  no,  fir  ; 

How  can  you  wrong  me  fio,  fir? 

1  did  not  fieal  pur  daughter  Doll ; 

But  I  know  who. 

F  2 


Colonel 
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Colonel.  Diable!  n’importe— Damme  ! 

Sir  Shenkin.  This  is  frantics  and  infancies.  But  by 
the  got  of  war,  if  I  had  you  at  home,  you  lhouid 
give  me  latisfaCtion. 

Colonel.  Satisfaction  ! — i  can  a  fight,  or  I  can  a  let 
it  alone.  “  Lean  fight  and  can  conquer  again  and 
again.” 

Sir  Shenkin.  Got  plefs  hur  !  I  wifli  I  had  him  at 
'Lover,  I'd  teach  him  to  conquer.  You  are  now  in 
your  own  houfe,  and  you  may  flay  there.  For  my 
part,  I’ve  got  on  my  boots,  and  I  am  refolved — I 
am  refolved— to  walk  down  ftairs.  [Exit. 

Sir  John.  Oh  !  what  a  bloody  refolution  ! — flop 
the  boots  !  [Exeunt  Sir  John  and  Lady  Bull. 

Colonel.  “  I  can  fight,  &c.  (finging.)  [Exit. 

Enter  Nannette. 

Nan.  Lord  !  how  I  do  wifli  to  get  back  again  to 
England  ! — A  girl  like  me  to  be  a  chambermaid,  and 
to  a  tayloi  !— -Well,  I’m  convinced  if  I’d  as  good 
cloaths,  I  fliould  look  as  well  as  Rofa. 

A  I  R  XIX. 

When  drejl  in  all  tny  fnefl  things^ 

My  gold  repeater,  bracelets ,  rings , 

In  toilet  glajs , 

A  lovely  lajs 

l  vieiOy  Jo  gaily  glancing  • 

1  can't  tell  hovo , 

But  ne'er  till  noxa 
I  felt  my  heart  a  dancing. 

MrTth  a  faly  laly  lay 
And  a  ha ,  ha,  ha  / 

You've  Jet  my  heart  a  dancing. 

'The 
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7  he  coach  is  come — donjon  Pairs  we  trip, 

The  Opera — Robin  plies  bis  whip% 

What  [park ling  eyes  ! 

Sir  Fopling  cries  ! 

As  to  our  box  advancing  ; 

1  don’t  know  how , 

Tet  ne’er  till  now , 

I  Jelt  my  heart  a  dancing. 

With  a  fal,  lal}  la, 

Sultana  queen  at  mafquerade , 

Or  nunf  or  humble  village  maid , 

So  fine ,  fo  bright 
The  fparkling  night , 

Like  fairies  nimbly  prancing  ; 

I  don't  know  howt 
Tet  ne'er  till  nowt 
I  felt  my  heart  a  dancing. 

With  a  fal ,  lal,  la ,  &c. 

Enter  Lapoche. 

Lap.  I  have  de  two  impoftcurs  fafe,  if  I  can  keep 
them. — So,  mam’felle  Nannette,  you  tink  ver  little 
ot  me.  Noting  vill  ferve  a  you  but  de  Englifh  offi- 
cier.  Juft  now  I  was  taken  for  Colonel  Epaulette. 
You  fay  I  ugly.  Never  you  tell  a  man  he’s  ugly  in 
his  own  houfe. 

Nan.  Lord,  fir  !  I  don’t  think  you  ugly. 

Lap.  Don’t  you  ?  Den  I  vill  give  a  you  de  filk 
gown. 

Nan.  No,  fir,  I  never  did  think  you  ugly.  I 
always,  I  always  thought  you  very  pretty. 

Lap.  Did  a  you  ?  (f tailing.) 

Nan.  1  did  indeed— as  I  hope  for  the  filk  gown. 
Lap.  No,  not  prett — but  very  fmart,  comely — a 
very  finart,  comely,  little  fellow. 

F  3  -  Nan. 
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Nan.  No,  fir,  very  pretty. 

Lap.  Vel  den,  pretty— a  very  pretty,  little,  finart 
fellow.  But  know,  I  have  von  grand  affaire,  great 
bufinefs,  as  good  as  hundred  guinea  ;  fuch  difcovery 
of  my  two  lodger — 

Nan.  Indeed,  fir ! 

Lap .  Ay,  Nannette  know  nothing  of  de  difguife. 

{Bell  rings.) 

Nan.  {going)  Mifs  Rofa  rings  her  bell. 

Lap.  Stay.  Where  are  you  going  ?  You  are  in 
a  devilifh  burry  to  get  to  de  fellow. 

Nan.  Fellow  !  who  do  you  mean  ? 

Enter  Rofa. 

Rofa.  When  the  bell  rung,  why  did  you  not  fend 
the  girl  to  me  ? 

Lap.  Send  a  de  girl  ?  vat  an  impudent  fellow  1— 
Pray  ven  you  did  take  a  my  lodging,  vas  dat  in  de 
bargaiii  ? 

Rofa.  Nannette,  will  you  ffep  into  my  chamber  ? 

Lap.  ( flopping  her)  No,  indeed,  fhe  von’t. 

Nan.  1  was  juft  coming,  ma'am, 

L.ap.  Yes,  flie  vas  coming. —  Get  out  of  de  room  1 
Yes,  fie  vas  juft  coming — Get  out  of  de  room  from 
de  fellow. 

Rofa.  I  only  want  fome  powder. 

Lap.  You  fiiall  get  no  powder  or  ball  here.  Fight¬ 
ing  fellow  ! — I  villi  he  vas  out  of  my  houfe  ( afnie .) 
Il  you  want  fuch  cut-throat  tings,  vhy  don’t  you  go 
to  your  own  Hyde  Park  ?  Dat’s  the  beft  place  for 
iord-ffiooting.  [Exit. 

Rofa.  How  impertinent  the  fellow  is  !  And  lord 
Vv  inlove  to  for  fake  me  at  fuch  a  time  1  For  him  I 
gave  up  all  my  peace  of  mind— But  I’ll  aflt  pardon 

heaven  and  uvy  brother,  and  return  to  the  convent. 

A  1  R 
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Honu  can  man  fuch  pleafure find, 

Still  in  trying  each  endeavour 
'thus  to  win  the  virgin's  favour. 

Softly  Jleal  into  her  mind , 

And  dejiroy  her  peace  for  ever  j 
IV  ith  her  heart , 

To  depart , 

I  eaving  only  grief  behind. 

Thus  the  boyy  a  linnet  caging , 

Hovu  engaging  / 

Now_  her  fweet  and  warbling  fong , 

Soon  neglected. 

All  rejetted ; 

Poor  thing  !  floe  may  her  fong  give  o'er , 

Her  fweetefl  notes  can  charm  no  more.  [Exit. 

( Lapoche  watches  her  off.  then  runs  and  locks  the  door.) 
Dere  now  I  tink  I  have  de  bold  capitaine  fafe.  Now 
I  have  got  lock  tip  dis  defperate  fellow.  I  have  got 
de  hundred  guinea  under  my  own  key  ;  and  de  diable 
a  penny  fhall  monfieur  Lackland  get.  But  I  mult  go 
for  de  archer. — Here  comes  de  nun  in  boots. 

Enter  Henry. 

Henry.  Well,  fir;  where  is  the  lady  ? 

Lap.  De  lady  not  far  off.  I  fancy  fhe  may  be 
iound  in  boots. 

Henry.  In  boots  1 

Lap.  Yes.  Don’t  a  you  feel  yourfelf  uncom¬ 
fortable  in  boots  ? 

Henry.  In  boots  !— -Come,  come,  where  is  the 
lady  ? 

Lap.  How  finely  I  vas  deceived  to  take  you  for  a 
gentleman  ? 

Henry. 
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Henry.  Pra y,  fir,  what  have  I  done  to  forfeit  that 
chara£ter  ? 

Lap .  But  pray  a  now,  don’t  you  find  yourfelf  un¬ 
comfortable  without  de  petticoat  ? 

Henry.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  will  you  fetch  me  one  ? 

Lap.  I  dare  fay  Nannette  will  accommodate  you. 

Henry.  Very  acominodating  truly  ! — No,  Mr. 
Frenchman  ;  1  have  crimes  enough  already  without 
adding  the  ru>n  of  Nannette. 

Lap.  Ruin!  She  may  give  you  von  you  know; 
von  can’t  ruin  her. 

Henry.  Very  commode  indeed  ! — Yes,  filler  Rofa, 
you’re  got  in  a  very  pretty  fort  of  a  houfe. 

Lap.  Pray — ha  !  ha  ! — pray — upon  my  vord,  fhe 
looks  vailly  well  in  her  boots. 

Henry.  Go,  fir,  do  you  banter  ? 

Lap.  Ay,  and  do  you  go  to  your  chamber,  child, 
and  I  vill  fend  Nannette  to  you.  Poor  thing  !  I 
dare  fay  ver  fatigue.  [Exit. 

Henry.  Oh  Rofa  !  She  was  my  filer.  Lord 
Winiove  was  a  friend  ;  and  but  for  thole  uhappy 
misfortunes,  for  thofe  fatal  circumtlances,  my  prol- 
pefls  with  Celia  appeared  fo  pleafing — how  bleft 
might  1  have  been  ! 


A  I  R  XXI. 

Let  fame  found  the  trumpet ,  and  cry  “  to  the  war!” 

Let  glory  re-echo  the  ftrain  ; 

*The  full  tide  of  honour  may  flow  from  the  fcart 
And  heroes  may  fmile  on  their  pain. 

'The  treafures  of  autumn  let  Bacchus  difplay , 

And  flagger  about  with  his  bowl ; 

On  fciencey  let  Sol  beam  the  luflre  of  day , 

And  wifdom  give  light  to  the  foul. 


Let 
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Let  India  unfold  her  rich  gems  to  the  view. 

Each  virtue,  each  joy  to  improve  ; 

Oh,  give  me  the  friend  that  1  know  to  he  true , 

And  the  fair  that  l  tenderly  love  ! 

What's  glory  hut  pride  P  a  vain  huhhle  is  fame, 
And  riot  the  pie af lire  of  wine  ; 

IVhat's  riches  hut  trouble  P  and  title's  a  name , 

But  friendjhip  and  love  are  divine  !  [Exit. 

Lapoche  watches  him  off,  then  locks  the  door  on  him. 

Lap.  Veil  faid,  Rofa—  Dere  now  I  have  got  you 
both  fafe ;  and  I  have  de  archer  ready  for  dis 
capitaine. —  Oh  !  here  be  de  gentlemam  that  came 
after  the  lady  firft. 

Enter  Lord  Winlove. 

Lord  IV.  Now  I  fhall  fee  Rofa’s  new  flame. — 
Well,  my  friend,  where  is  the  captain  that  run  away 
with  Rofa  ? 

Lap,  What  the  nun  in  boots  ? 

Lord  W.  Nun  in  boots  !  I  mean  the  officer  that 
went  off  with  the  nun  that  you  told  me  of. 

Lap.  I  have  him  fafe  ;  but  he’s  the  diable  of  a 
fellow,  and  has  been  afking  for  powder;  fo  have  a 
.de  care. 

Lord  IV.  Well,  let’s  fee  this* devil  of  a  fellow. 
Lap,  Shall  I  call  in  de  archer?  I  have  him  ready. 
Lord  W.  Pho  !  Let  me  fee  the  the  captain. 
Open  the  door. 

/,<?/>.  Yes,  but  I’ll  have  de  reward  ( opens  the  door.) 
—Dere — ( runs  round  to  the  other  door.)  Now  I’ll  fee 
if  my  nun  in  boots  is  fafe. 

Enter  Rofa. 

Lord  W.  My  dear  Rofa  ! 

Rofa.  My  dear  lord  ! 

Celia. 
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Celia  {•within.')  I  only  want  to  fee  the  gentleman. 

Enter  Celia. 

I  beg  pardon.  I  want  to  /peak  with  the  gentleman. 

Lap  Well,  here  are  three  gentlemen. 

Celia.  Yes;  but  I  want  to  fpeak  with  the  Englifli 
officer  that  lodges  here — that  is  in  cuftody. 

Lap.  Oh  !  de  nun  in  boots — more  difguife.  I 
dare  fay  this  is  fome  Englifli  conftable  come  over  to 
take  up  de  capitaine  for  killing  de  lord. 

Henry  {nvithin.)  What  do  you  mean  by  locking 
me  in  ?  Open  the  door,  or  I’ll  break  it  open 

Lap.  Break  open  my  door  !  for  fhame,  is  dat  be¬ 
having  like  a  nun  ? 

Enter  Henry. 

Henry.  Lord  Winlove  alive  f 

Lord  W , ;  Yes,  Henry.  Are  you  forry  to  fee  me  ? 

Henry.  Indeed,  ray  lord,  I  am  doubly  happy  to 
find  myfelf  guiltlefs  of  your  blood,  and  you  alive  to 
do  my  lifter  that  juftice  I’m  fure  you  intend. 

Lord  IV ,  Harry,  ray  intentions  were  ever  honour¬ 
able  ;  and  that  ray  immediate  union  with  ray  Rofa 
fhall  evince.  Your  love  for  your  filler  hurried  you 
to  a  rafhnefs  that  was  near  proving  fatal ;  but  this 
cancels  every  error. 

Henry  {turning  round.)  My  Celia  \ 

Celia.  Indeed  I  don  t  know  how  to  apologue  for 
this  ftrange  intrufion.  Captain,  don’t  be  vain  if  I  fay 
'twas  on  your  account. 

Henry.  Sifter  Rofa,  this  happinefs  is  unexpected. 
And  now  give  me  leave  to  introduce  you  to  a  lady, 

who  intends  fliortly  to  honour  our  family  with  her 
alliance. 


A  I  R 
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Lord  W  inlove,  Henry,  Celia,  and  Rofa. 

How  fweet,  bow  kind  the  joyful  hours , 

With  peace  and  'virtue  crown'd! 

‘They  come  like  foft  defcending  J bowers , 

To  cheer  the  landfcape  round. 

Hujhy  throbbing  hearty  as  truth  alone} 

Should  light  the  •virgin's  breafty 
Retire,  cold  freezing  doubt ,  begone , 

Retire ,  'tis  love's  requejt  ! 


Enter  Dolly,  Lackland,  Sir  John  and  Lady  Bull. 

Dolly.  Make  hade  or  they’ll  catch  us. 

Lack.  Let’s  rally  and  face  them. 

Sir  John  [entering).  I  know  they  are  here.  You’re 
a  pretty  lady  [to  Dolly.) 

Lack.  Softly,  Bull  ;  no  abufe. 

Sir  John.  Why  damme,  mayn’t  I  fpeak  to  my 
own  child  ? 

Lack.  Nobody,  fir,  mud  abufe  my  wife. 

Sir  John.  Wife  !  I  fhall  run  mad  !  My  daughter 
married  to  a  fellow  without  a  fliirt  !  a  fellow  that 
borrowed  a  guinea  of  me  this  morning  ! 

■Lady  B.  Ay,  you  would  have  an  Englifh  hulband  ! 
She  may  have  married  Barrington  for  aught  you  know. 

Sir  John.  I  hope  he’s  a  rogue. 

Lord  IV.  Wifh  your  fon  a  rogue  ! 

Sir  John.  If  he’s  myfelf  I  hope  he’s  a  rogue.  I’ll 
have  no  more  mercy  on  him  than  the  king  of  Pruffia 
would  have  upon  a  Dutch  alderman. 


Enter  Sir  Shenkin. 

Sir  Shenkin.  So,  Mifs  Toll,  I  hear  you  have  made 
matches  and  matrimonies. 

Dolly. 
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Dolly.  Yes ;  fo  now  you  may  canter  oft  to 
Cvchwechlyn  as  faft  as  you  pleafc. 

Sir  Sbenkin.  Give  you  joy  of  your  tom-tit ;  for 
{he  was  never  good,  egg  or  bird. 

Lady  B.  Oh  Dolly,  how  could  you  take  lip  with 
fuch  a  perfon  ? 

Dolly.  Why,  the  colonel  could  not  go  without 
dancing  pumps,  nor  Sir  Shenkin  without  jack-boots, 
to  that  I  was  very  glad  to  take  up  with  any  body. 

Lack,  (bowing.)  Very  much  obliged  to  you, 
madam. 

Enter  Colonel. 

Colonel.  How  do  you  all,  good  peoples  ?  How 
does  my  lady  Bu!l-dog!  damme? — So,  mils,  you’re 
married  ? 

.  Dolly.  Yes,  and  without  waiting  for  dancing- 
pumps. 

Lady  B.  Bull-dog  !  If  you  are  a  Frenchman,  be¬ 
have  like  one. 

Colonel.  I  never  will  behave  myfelf,  damme  ! 

Lack.  Colonel  Epaulette,  let  me  entreat  you  to 
leave  off  attempting  the  blunt  honefty  of  the  Englifh. 
It  only  transforms  your  countrymen  into  brutes.  The 
attempt  is  as  ridiculous  as  for  the  rough  Englifh  to 
ape  the  cuftoms  and  manners  of  the  French,  where 
we  ever  mils  the  mark,  and  polifh  into  puppies. 

Sir  Sbenkin  (to  Henry.)  Well,  you  made  the  bets, 
when  fhall  we  fhare  ? 

Henry.  1  don’t  underftand  you. 

Sir  Sbenkin .  No  !  I  paid  forfeit.  Joan  did  walk 
over  the  courfe. 

Henry.  And  did  you  fuppofe  I  could  behave  fo 
contemptible  to  join  in  iuch  a  fell  erne  ? 

Sir  Shenkin.  It’s  fery  well  j  you  {han’t  have  my 

filler. 
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lifter.  Look  you,  I  do  defire  that  you  will  never 
fpeak  to,  look  at,  or  think  of  Celia  again. 

Henry.  Look  you,  Sir  Shenkin,  if  you  don’t  imme¬ 
diately  pay  me  the  five  thoufand  you  laid  me,  and 
give  your  confent  to  my  marrying  your  lifter,  I’ll 
refer  your  conduct  to  the  jockey  club  ;  and  ’tis  lb 
notorious,  that  you’ll  not  only  be  excluded  the  tuif 
here,  but  at  every  race  in  England. 

Sir  John.  Why,  my  little  Welchman,  I  am  afraid 
you’ll  be  ported  at  Tatterfall’s. 

Sir  Shenkin.  I’m  nick’d,  fous’d  and  flamm’d.  Here, 
take  my  fifter  Celia.  I’ll  back  him  againft  the  field  ; 
for  he  has  tricked  me  that  have  nicked  hundreds. 

Henry.  Sir  Shenkin,  this  is  the  firft  good  ^  ever 
knew  derived  from  gaming.  For  what  fenfation.murt 
that  man  be  capable  of,  that  builds  upon  the  nufery 
of  others ;  and  raifes  a  fortune  on  the  ruin  and  bank-; 
ruptcy  of  his  fellow-creatures  ! 

Sir  Shenkin.  It  may  be  fo  ;  but  as  I  fet  out  a  young 
pigeon,  I’m  refolved  to  die  an  old  rook. 

Sir  John.  But  how  fHall  i  get  this  rook  out  of  my 
pigeon-  houfe  ? 

Colonel.  Veil,  monfieur  Lackland,  I  have  procured 
you  a  commifiion  in  my  regiment  ;  and  ’tis  much  at 
your  fervice. 

Lack.  1  thank  you,  Monfieur  j  but  while  I  can 
raile  the  price  of  a  drumftick,  I’ll. never  pull  a  trigger 
or  draw  a  fword  againrt  my  native  country. 

Sir  John .  Bravo  !  my  boy.  Give  me  your  hand. 
And  at  dinner  time  you  ihall  never  want  a  nail  in 
my  parlour  to  hang  your  hat  on.  You  /hall  port 
my  ledger,  and  drive  a  gig. 

Lack.  Gig  !  Why  you  fliall  ride  in  ar  vis-a-vis,  to 
the  amazement  of  all  Garlick  h ill. 

G 
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Sir  John.  Oil  rate  !  My  dear  and  I  ride  fide  by 

lid e  la  a  vis-a-vis  ! 

Sir  Sbenkin.  And  look  you,  for  all  your  under¬ 
minings  and  circumventings,  it  you  whip  your  tom- 
•tit  down  to  Chychwechlyn,  I’ll  give  you  a  haunch 
of  rock  venifon,  and  a  pottle  to  wafh  it  down. 

Sir  John.  Rock  venifon  !  —  Oh  !  he’ll  give  you 
the  leg  of  a  goat. — Well  now  ;  as  we  teem  now  to 
be  all  tolerable  good  friends,  we’ll  retire  to  the  inn— - 
( Lady  Bull  looks.)  Hotel  I  mean,  where  Englifli  hof- 
pitality  fliail  receive  the  zeft  of  French  claret. — - 
Heigh  !  what  fay  you  to  that,  my  antigallican  Ion- 
in-law  ? 

Lack.  With  all  my  heart.  But,  fir,  I’ll  have  no 
illiberal  prejudices  in  my  family.  National  reflections 
are  unworthy  the  breaft  of  an  Englifhman  ;  and  how¬ 
ever  in  war  each  may  vindicate  his  country’s  honour, 
i:i  peac«  let  us  not  know  a  diftance  but  the  ftreights 
of  Dover. 


A  I  R  XXIII. 

Henry  and  Celia. 

Let  fajbion  with  her  glittering  train , 
Abroad  a  while  deceive  us  ; 

IV e  long  to  fee  dear  home  againy 
‘l  be  love  of  England  mujt  remain , 

And  that  can  never  leave  us. 

Lord  W inlove,  Henry,  Rcfa,  and  Celia. 

' This  patriot  fire  within  each  heart , 
hor  ever  let  us  nourijh , 

Ot  glory  Jlill  the  golden  inarty 
May  England  ever  JlouriJh  ! 
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Sir  John.  My  future  range , 

The  flock- exchange, 

'Tis  there  I'll  mind  my  paces  ; 

Nor  gig ,  nor  nag , 

Jack  Bull J kali  drag 
To  French  or  Englijh  races. 

Lady  Bull.  At  feafl  or  ball , 

At  Grocers-hall, 

' Tis  there  I'll  mind  my  paces ; 

Tet  nothing  keep 
Me  from  a  peep 
At  French  or  Englijh  races. 

Sir  Shen.  Our  bard flill  in  your  favour  thrive, 
His  jokes  your  fancies  tickling , 

This  boon  in  laugh  and  claps  then  give 
To  Shenkin  of  Cychwechlyn. 

Chorus  of  Men. 

And  now  of  each  doubt  and  perplexity  eas'd , 

From  Fontainbleau  races  we'll  prance . 

Chorus  of  Women. 

In  hopes  that  all  errors  our  friends  will  be  pleas'd 
To  excufe ,  as  ’ tis  “  Our  Hray  in  France 

Full  Grand  Chorus. 

A  patriot  fire  within  each  heart 
For  ever  let  us  nourijh , 

Of  glory  flill  the  golden  mart , 

May  England  ever  flour ijh  l 
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